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The look is 

fresh... 

natural... 

utterly 

heavenly... 



Angel Face so tenderly covers 
your every tiny flaw. Stays so 
fresh hour after hour. Softens 
the light to give your skin 
such flattering radiance. 
Smooth on Angel Face Liquid 
Make-up for a soft, dewy glow. 
Or pat on Angel Face Com¬ 
pact Make-up (powder and 
foundation in-one) for a soft, 
matte finish. Both in 8 heav¬ 
enly shades. 690 to $1.25. 

Her jacket —by John Weitz. Her 
lipstick — Honey by Angel Face 
Lipstick. Her complexion—Natural 
Angel by Angel Face. 









YOU’LL NEVER YANK AT A GIRDLE AGAIN! 


orms mm 


CAN’T CREEP UP, 
CAN’T RIDE DOWN 
REVOLUTIONARY" 
"ACTION INSERT’’ 
IS THE 
REASON 


THIS IS THE GIRDLE THAT ALWAYS STAYS IN PLACE! The "amazingaction 
insert” in the back is the only part that adjusts as you move—stretches open when 
you bend, closes when you straighten up. The rest of the girdle stays precisely where 
it belongs! Choose from more than a dozen styles: from regular girdles to long-leg 
panties with high tops made with Lycra* 1 ' or rubber power net* 2 *—with slimming panels 
wherever you want them-many in black as well as white. Priced from only $6.95! 

(1) Power Net Elastic: Nylon, Rayon, "Lycra” Spandex. Satin Elastic: Acetate, Cotton, 

"Lycra” Spandex, Nylon. (2) Power Net Elastic: Nylon, Rubber, Rayon. Satin Elastic: Acetate, Cotton, Rubbe 



t p.t o r r ©,... .r Maidenform, Inc., makers of bras, girdles, swimwear, and active sportswear. C o«c«™. 
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FINK 


ADDED ATTRACTION: 

IT’S PfARUZED 

ooooooooooooooooo 

A shock of pink... shimmering with pearl. 
The pearliest pink —because it's the one- 
and-only Cutex pearl formula. “Hot Pink" 
is Spring Fashion to the Hilt! Combine with 
hushed Cutex “Whisper Pink" on your lips 
—and see how opposites attract! Both by 
Cutex, naturally! \YfTi 35 * and 49* 



CUTEX 
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NEWSWEEK 

HOLLIS ALPERT, SATURDAY REVIEW 
JUDITH CRIST. HERALD TRIBUNE 



•'AMERICA AMERICA”, written, produced and directed by EUA KAZAN, introducing Stathis Giallelis with Frank Wolff, Harry Davis, Elena Karam, 

Estelle Hemsley, Gregory Rozakis, Lou Antonio, Salem Ludwig, John Marley, Joanna Frank, Paul Mann, 
Linda Marsh, Robert H. Harris and Ka tharine Balfour-music by Manos Hadjidakis 

PRESENTED BY WARNER BROS. 


WARNER BROS: MAGNIFICENT SOUNDTRACK ALBUM NOW AVAILABLE! 
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MEMORIAM TO J. F. K. 

Photoplay is, and has been for many a 
day, my favorite magazine, and Mr. 
Gerald Bartell’s tribute to our late presi¬ 
dent was in true Macfadden-Bartell style. 
Thanks so much for the very interesting 
articles and for your own personal 
“memorial.” 

Helene Bauch 
Dayton, Ohio 

... I have read just about everything 
anyone has written concerning President 
Kennedy but none has touched my heart 
as much as Mr. Bartell’s tribute. He said 
in a few short lines all my feelings to¬ 
ward this God-gifted man. . . . 

B. Roche 
Renton, Wash. 

LOVE MAKES THE WORLD 
GO ROUND 

. . . Directly in the public’s eye today is 
one woman, Elizabeth Taylor, who has 
the power to shatter this four-letter word, 
love, into a million heart-breaking pieces. 
... I couldn’t call anyone who leaves her 
children open to scandal and then denies 
having any guilt of it, a mother! 

D. Hewitt 
Houston, Texas 

FAN CLUB 
Gordon MacRae 

Sue Harrison, President 
873 East 40th Street 
Brooklyn 10, New York 

Paul Anka 

Nesslene Friedman, President 
209 East Waukena Avenue 
Oceanside, New York 


THE AVALONS 

I loved the darling photos of Frankie 
Avalon’s son. I had been waiting to see 
the new addition. 

Nancy Powers 
Detroit, Michigan 


BE A PEN PAL 


Find a new and exciting friend 
JUST FOR YOU listed below. 


JUST FRIENDS 


Roberta Shure, 22 
9132B Niles Center Road 
Skokie, Illinois 

Claude Lalonde, 18 
Ste. Anne of Prescott 
Ontario, Canada 

Janet Chin, 15 
4 Anrtim Crescent 
Kingston 3, Jamaica, W. I. 

Yvonne Hartman, 17 
U. S. P. Reservation 
RD #3, Lewisburg, Penn. 

Christopher Stavrides, 20 
Kalyoncukuluk Cad. #73/4 
Istanbul, Turkey 

Umit Tambil, 18 
Kocahidir Mali 
Kayalik Cesme Dar Sok. 
#10/202, Kat 3 
Kirklareli, Turkey 

Wendy Cooper, 8 
210 Lincoln Avenue 
Bangor, Maine 

Carol Ann Alari, 14 
3638 Holland Avenue 
Box 67, New York 

Karen Jensen, 17 
Melvern Square 
Annapolis County 
Nova Scotia, Canada 

Joann Schwandt, 23 
1123 East Olive Street 
Bloomington, Illinois 

Diane Schwarzkopf, 17 
511 Howland 
Toledo 5, Ohio 

Meredith Brown, 17 
27 Oakland Road 
Southington, Conn. 

Shirley G. Chuck-A-Sanc, 19 
34 D’Urban Street 
Lodge, East Coast 
Demerara, British Guiana 

Gerrie Backus, 20 
1965 So. West Temple 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

Roy Rushton, 15 
1965 So. West Temple 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

Edna Wright, 23 
Route 1, Box 121 
Canton, North Carolina 

Peter Laitala, 22 
Haavikkotie FL82 
Maunula-Helsinki, Finland 

Sandy Smith, 17 
746 Hillside Avenue 
Liberty, Mo. 

Norris Oler, 16 
290 E. 2nd St.—Apt. 1 
Pittsburg, Cal. 


Write to Readers, Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd 
St.. New York 17, N. Y. We regret that we 
cannot answer or return unpublished letters. 


You’ll find the biggest stars and 
the best On-The-Hour News, 
information and entertain¬ 
ment around the clock on your 
CBS Radio Station. Tune in! 

Alabama Birmingham WATV, Gadsden WAAX, Mobile 
WKRG, Montgomery WCOV, Selma WGWC, Tusca¬ 
loosa WJRD, Tuscumbia WVNA Alaska Anchorage 
KFQD, Fairbanks KFRB, Juneau KINY, Ketchikan 
KTKN, Seward KIBH, Sitka KIFW Arizona Phoenix 
KOOL, Tucson KOLD Arkansas El Dorado KELD, Fort 
Smith KFPW, Hot Springs K2NG, Little Rock KXLR 
California Bakersfield KERN, Chico KHSL, Eureka 
KINS, Fresno KFRE, Los Angeles KNX, Modesto 
KBEE, Palm Springs KCMJ, Redding KVCV, Sacra- 
mento KFBK, San Diego KFMB, San Francisco KCBS 
Colorado Colorado Springs KVOR, Denver KLZ, 
Grand Junction KREX Connecticut Hartford-Man- 
chester WINF, Waterbury WBRY Florida Delray 
Beach WDBF, Fort Myers WINK, Fort Pierce WARN, 
Gainesville WGGG, Jacksonville WIVY, Key West 
WKWF, Lake City WDSR, Miami Beach WKAT, 
Orlando WDBO, Pensacola WMEL, St. Augustine 
WFOY, Sarasota WSPB, Tallahassee WTNT, Tampa 
WDAE Georgia Albany WGPC, Athens WGAU, At¬ 
lanta WAKE, Augusta WRDW, Brunswick WMOG, 
Columbus WRBL, Gainesville WGGA, Macon 
WMAZ, Rome WLAQ, Savannah WTOC, Thomas- 
ville WPAX, Waycross WAYX Hawaii Hilo KHBC, 
Honolulu KGMB Idaho Boise KBOI, Idaho Falls KID, 
Lewiston KRLC Illinois Champaign WDWS, Chi¬ 
cago WBBM, Danville WDAN, Decatur WSOY, 
Peoria WMBD, Quincy WTAD, Rock Island WHBF, 
Springfield WTAX Indiana Anderson WHBU, Fort 
Wayne WANE, Indianapolis WFBM, Kokomo WIOU, 
Madison WORX, Marion WMRI, Muncie WLBC, 
South Bend WSBT, Terre Haute WTHI, Vincennes 
WAOV Iowa Cedar Rapids WMT, Des Moines KRNT, 
Mason City KGLO, Ottumwa KBIZ Kansas Colby 
KXXX, Pittsburg KSEK, Topeka WIBW, Wichita 
KFH Kentucky Ashland WCMI, Henderson WSON, 
Hopkinsville WHOP, Lexington WVLK, Louisville 
WINN, Owensboro WOMI, Paducah WPAD, Paints- 
ville WSIP Louisiana Alexandria KALB, Monroe 
KNOE, New Orleans WWL Maine Portland WLOB, 
Rumford WRUM, Waterville-Skowhegan WGHM 
Maryland Baltimore WCBM, Cumberland WCUM, 
Frederick WFMD, Hagerstown WARK Massachusetts 
Boston WEEI, Fitchburg WFGM, Greenfield WHAI, 
Pittsfield WBRK, Springfield WMAS, Worcester 
WNEB Michigan Detroit WJR, Grand Rapids WJEF, 
Ishpeming WJAN, Kalamazoo WKZO, Saginaw 
WSGW Minnesota Duluth KDAL, Minneapolis 
WCCO Mississippi Meridian WCOC Missouri 
Joplin KODE, Kansas City KCMO, St. Louis KMOX, 
Springfield KTTS Montana Butte KBOW, Great Falls 
KFBB, Missoula KGVO- Nebraska Omaha WOW, 
Scottsbluff KOLT Nevada Las Vegas KLUC, Reno 
KCBN New Hampshire Concord WKXL, Keene 
WKNE, Laconia WEMJ New Jersey Atlantic City 
WFPG New Mexico Albuquerque KGGM, Santa Fe 
KVSF New York Albany WROW, Binghamton WNBF, 
Buffalo WBEN, Elmira WELM, Gloversville WENT, 
Ithaca WHCU, Kingston WKNY, New York WCBS, 
Plattsburgh WEAV, Rochester WHEC, Syracuse 
WHEN, Utica WIBX, Watertown WWNY North Caro- 
lina Asheville WWNC, Charlotte WBT, Durham 
WDNC, FayettevilleWFAl, GreensboroWBIG, Green¬ 
ville WGTC, Rocky Mount WFMA North Dakota 
Grand Forks KILO, Jamestown KEYJ, Valley City 
KOVC, Wahpeton KBMW Ohio Akron WADC, Cin- 
cinnati WCPO, Cleveland WDOK, Columbus WBNS, 
Dayton WHIO, PortsmouthWPAY, YoungstownWKBN 
Oklahoma Oklahoma City-Norman WNAD Oregon 
Eugene KERG, Klamath Falls KFLW, Medford KYJC, 
Portland KOIN, Roseburg KRNR Pennsylvania Al¬ 
toona WVAM, DuBois WCED, Harrisburg WHP, Indi¬ 
ana WDAD, Johnstown WARD, Philadelphia WCAU, 
Pittsburgh-McKeesport WEDO, Reading WHUM, 
Scranton WGBI, State College WRSC, Sunbury 
WKOK, Uniontown WMBS, Williamsport WWPA 
Rhode Island Providence WEAN South Carolina 
Anderson WAIM, Charleston WCSC, Columbia- 
Cayce WCAY, Greenville WMRB, Spartanburg WSPA 
South Dakota Rapid City KOTA, Yankton WNAX 
Tennessee Chattanooga WDOD, Cookeville WHUB, 
Johnson City WJCW, Knoxville WROL, Memphis 
WREC, Nashville WLAC Texas Austin KTBC, Corpus 
Christi KSIX, Dallas KRLD, El Paso KIZZ, Har¬ 
lingen KGBT, Houston KTRH, Lubbock KFYO, San 
Antonio KMAC, Texarkana KOSY, Wichita Falls 
KWFT Utah Cedar City KSUB, Salt Lake City 
KSL Vermont Barre WSNO, Brattleboro WKVT, 
Newport WIKE, St. Johnsbury WTWM Virginia Nor¬ 
folk WTAR, Richmond WRNL, Roanoke WDBJ, 
Staunton WAFC Washington Seattle KIRO, Spokane 
KGA, Sunnyside KREW, Walla Walla KUJ, Wen- 
atchee KUEN Washington, D. C. WTOP West Vir¬ 
ginia Beckley WJLS, Charleston WCHS, Fairmont 
WMMN, Parkersburg WPAR, Princeton WLOH, Wheel¬ 
ing WHLL Wisconsin Green Bay WBAY, Madison 
WKOW, Milwaukee WEMP Wyoming Casper KATI. 
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Why do 
so many 
people 
listen to 
Garry 
Moore 



chatter, 

gossip, 

patter, 

imply, 

reply, 

spiel, 

comment, 

remark, 

observe, 

declare, 

argue, 


inform, 

spout, 

advise, 

discuss, 

debate, 

relate, 

dispute, 

impart, 

tell, 

sell, 

express, 

report, 

retort, 

describe, 

hint, 

suggest, 

gab, 

crab, 

beef, 


confess, 

narrate, 

protest, 

insult, 

reveal, 

deny, 

refute, 

exclaim, 

disclaim, 

ramble, 

boast, 

toast, 

converse, 

complain, 

claim, 

explain, 

admire, 

criticize, 

chuckle, 


joke, 

jest 

with 

Durward 
Kirby 
every 
weekday 
on the 
CBS 
Radio 
Network? 



Because there’s nothing so enjoy¬ 
able as good talk. About anything. 
Bachelor cookbooks. The number 
of buttons on a man’s clothes. How 
people express themselves with 
their knees and eyebrows. What¬ 
ever the subject, Garry Moore and 
Durward Kirby bring to it 
the warmth, wit and imag¬ 
ination of great entertain¬ 
ment. Hear for yourself. 

Every weekday on your 
local CBS Radio station. 
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The BEATLES 
In action! 
At work! 

At play! 

They sing, shout, stamp, skat, skit, stomp, 
wiggle, wriggle, undulate, gyrate, kiss their 
lead guitars and ukes, hug their drum, yell 
Yeahhhhh! to get an audience pepped up. 
Sharrupppppp! when the pep reaches riot pro¬ 
portions, drive boys to deliriums of jealousy, 
barbers to despair, girls (young and not so 
young and even, in some cases, ancient) to 
a primitive, love-shaken madness . . . "make 
Elvis"—as the New York Times soberly noted— 
"appear to be an Edwardian tenor of con¬ 
siderable diffidence." 

And there are four of them! 

We mean, of course, The Beatles. Those 
shaggy-haired, drain-pipe trousered and bril¬ 
liant bedlamaniacs from Britain who recently 
invaded the U.S.—who, by their conquest, 
must surely have caused George III to smile 
in his eternal sleep. 

Why Beatlemania? Why their sudden and 
incredible popularity?—here, there, all over 
the place? 

Thousands of words on this subject have 
been quoted; thousands more are bound to 
come. But perhaps the feeling was best 
summed up by a sweet-looking English girl 
who said of her four darlings: "Oh, gosh, I 
don't know. You just watch them, listen to 
them, and scream—but they send the stark, 
staring joy out of you!!" 

More soberly, writer Frederick Lewis has 
observed: "The songs which the Beatles write 
themselves have underlined a change in the 
attitude to sex in pop music. Yearning is out. 
Jealousy and recrimination don't get into 
the lyrics either. (Please turn ihe page) 



The group (left to right: Paul McCartney, Ringo Starr , John Lennon and 
George Harrison) hails from Liverpool, often called Britain s Brooklyn . 








continued 

The BEATLES 
In action! 
At work! 
At play! 

Instead, the Beatle position concerning girls 
is cheerful and obvious: grab the bird [girl] 
you fancy and if it doesn't work there will 
be another one along in a minute." 

When it comes to grabbing birds, the 
Beatles have no problem. John Lennon, lead¬ 
er of the group (and dubbed The Sexy One), 
is married—so that, to the chagrin of bach- 
elorettekind everywhere, lets him out. But 
Beatles Ringo Starr (The Shy One), George 
Harrison (The Quiet One) and Paul Mc¬ 
Cartney (The Bouncy One) have already re¬ 
ceived about 80,000 floridly-written propo¬ 
sals apiece, from Glasgow to The Galapa¬ 
gos, Manchester to—even—Maine. As Quiet 
George sees it, however, "Naturally, we 
can't all stay single forever. But now, one 
married Beatle is okay. Two or more, no." 

To understand what the Beatles are like— 
in American terms—suffice it to say that 
they all hail from the rough-tough seaport 
city of Liverpool, a place which has been 
dubbed by some: the Brooklyn of Britain. A 


place where slang flourishes and the people 
are fun-minded and free-spirited and earthy, 
where one says what one wants, dresses 
how one wants, does what one wants, fights 
when one wants, takes outside criticism with 
huge laughter and responds by gayly thumb¬ 
ing one's nose at those who tsk-tsk. 

Liverpudlians, in short, are not phonies. 

And neither are their proudest export. 

Take, for instance, this quote from Beatle 
John the night Princess Margaret and Queen 
Mother Elizabeth were in an audience: 
"Those of you in the cheaper seats will 
please clap. The rest of you can rattle your 
jewelry!" (Meg and Mom, to the delight of 
all, broke up with royal laughter.) 

This quote from Paul: "We aim our act 
to please all our audience. It's silly to ap¬ 
peal to the girls and not bother about the 
fellows. If you do the coy bit, the smarmy 
bit, the fellows will just end up saying, 'He's 
a bit of a sissy, isn't he?' " 

This quote from John: "Well, it's fun, of 
course. We're having a fab time. But it 
can't last long. Anyway, I'd hate to be old. 
Just imagine it. Who would want to listen 
to an eighty-year-old Beatle!" 

Actually, while John and the others prob¬ 
ably don't have a sixty-year career ahead 
of them (not if they don't calm down their 
act a bit, anyway), it's certain that they've 
made ruddy fools of those cynics—profes¬ 
sional and otherwise—who gave them "no 
more than three months" when they put their 
act together a little over a year ago. Esti¬ 
mates today are that they will last as long 
as that other famous "flash in the pan"— 



Only Beatle John (top left) is married. Other three feel they won’t be able to 
remain single forever, but are worried what marriage will do to their image. 



Beatle beat on girls (whom they call 
“birds”) is: if you don’t make out with 
one bird, another will come along. 


the aforementioned Elvis. And if that's not 
saying enough, just ask Colonel Tom Parker 
what his boy's prospects are! 

Like Elvis—who used to sing for five 
dollars a night (when he could get it), the 
Beatles began their career in a Liverpool 
cellar, singing and playing for about that 
same amount. Today—as we and the Bank 
of England go to press—they are reportedly 
earning $100,000 a week. 

"And why not?" asks a sociologist. "They 
deserve it. More! We pay for what we need 
in this world. And in these times of the 
Bomb, of ever being on the brink of world 
disaster, of universal fears and neurosis— 
we need the gaiety these boys provide." 

Adds a psychologist: "They appeal most¬ 
ly to young girls. Girls who listen to them 
—and scream and shriek. And good, I say. 
This emotional outlook is very necessary at 
her age. It is also innocent and harmless—a 
safety valve. It is a subconscious preparation 
for motherhood. Their screams are a rehears¬ 
al for that moment." 

How does a Beatle feel during these mo¬ 
ments of performance—pre-maternal frenzy? 

"Just gear!" deadpans Ringo, using a pop¬ 
ular bit of Liverpudlian slang, which trans¬ 
lates The Most. 

How does a Beatle relax? Who are their 
friends? 

Smiles George, "We are our friends. 
Friends, buddies and pals." 

Alone together of a post-performance 
night one is likely to find the Beatles seated 
around the living room of their on-the-road 
hotel suite. Downing lavish portions of their 
favorite supper—steak and chips (French 
fries), along with pots of steaming tea. 
Laughing at admittedly "silly little jokes 
we make up—to pass the time—and because, 
well, we like to joke." 

Too, they discuss ways to improve their 
act. Possibly compose a new song or two, 
to be tried out the following night. Remi¬ 
nisce, of course, about home and family. 
And talk, generally, about all manner of 
things—including, periodically, the assets of 
Beatles, Ltd., their bulging trust fund. 

Then at about three o'clock in the morn¬ 
ing, they shake hands with one another, 
European style—and go off to their rooms. 

To sleep. 

And to dream gear dreams. 

—Cal York 
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For every woman who has been over-washing* her hair... 

A shampoo so rich 
you only need to lather once’! 



If you’re over-washing your hair, 
stripping away the oils, leaving 
it dry and hard to manage, 
'lather once’ with rich instant 
foaming Lustre-Creme! 


Then your hair will behave 
beautifully, as Debbie Reynolds 
does... look clean and lustrous, 
yet have more life and body, so 
it’s easy to manage. 


And to hold your lovely hair 
style softly in place without 
dulling, sticky hair-spray build¬ 
up use LUSTRE-CREME SPRAY 
SET. Available in 2 sizes. 



NEW*Lather Once’ Lustre-Creme, Shampoo 








Revlon introduces the honey ed look for skin! 






\bung Beiges’ 



5 mellow (unyellow) new makeup shades... 
to wake-up and warm-up your complexion! 

Suddenly there's a beautiful change in skin... and the change is 
to beautiful beige. Pale-hone y beiges. Luscious, toasty beiges. 
Deep, wild-hone y beiges. Great beauties know (have alwa ys 
known) nothing flatters like beige! Nothing makes eyes look 
so large. Or lips so luscious. So look beige. Look young. Look 
beautiful. Wear’The Beautiful Young Beiges' by Revlon. 



‘Touch & Glow’ 

Liquid Makeup 



The liquid makeup that gives you today's new uncovered look—with the most natural coverage you've 
ever known. In 12 shades, including the five 'Beautiful Young Beiges’. Look for them, and matching 
face powders, at the best drug and department stores. (You can actually try them on at the counter.) 













BECOMING 



Discover the 
comfort of 



new Confidets 



It's new from Scott... 
a sanitary napkin that really fits! 

It’s shaped to follow the lines of 
your body-wide in front, slim in 
back-for more comfort, more protection. 



ATTRACTIONS 



A. Here’s a Creme Rinse Conditioner 
that keeps you in Style with soft and lus¬ 
trous hair, contains Color Guard to keep 
tinted locks in full plumage. $1.00*. 

B. From April Showers—a bouquet of 
May flowers to bathe in. New Tub n’ 
Shower bath oil soothes, scents your 
complexion all over. Cheramy, $1.25*. 

C. When it’s time for tinting, let Miss 
Clairol Creme Formula turn back the 
clock. All 14 basic shades can be mixed 
or blended for a custom hair color bath. 

I). Don’t suffer with aching, tired feet. 
Soothe them instead with Pretty Feet— 
the velvety, white lotion that erases 
pump bumps and callouses. 4 oz., $1.50*. 


Only Confidets have extra absorbency Confidets 
in the middle where you need it. There’s 
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a moisture-proof inner shield too. 


E. Au lait! Max Factor’s really click¬ 
ing his heels over his newest pales— 
Pink Cafe and Cafe au Lait. Lipstick, 
$1.50*, refill, $1.10*, nail satin, 75^*. 



*plus tax 
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Fred Robbins Interviews 
STATHIS GIALLELIS 


FRED: What is the story of “Amer¬ 
ica America?” 

STATHIS: It is the story of a boy 
who went from Greece to Turkey 
and then to America, and how he 
became a man. 

FRED: And you play the part of 
that boy. I think the story of how 
you got the part is probably just 
as fascinating. How did it all hap¬ 
pen to you, Stathis? 

STATHIS: One day I read that Elia 
Kazan was in Greece and wanted 
to see every actor for that part in 
his movie. I went to read for him. 
Later he sent me a letter from 
America telling me I had the part 
and that he would fix my papers 
to come and learn English be¬ 
cause at that time I was not speak¬ 
ing any. And after a few months 
I hadn't come here yet and Mr. 
Kazan came to Greece. He saw 
that my English was terrible and 
I remember he told me, “I’m 
sorry, you can’t have the part 
anymore.” I asked him to just let 
me come to America to try again. 
He said he’d write. But I didn’t 
want to wait. 

I arrived here with only thirty 
cents in my pocket. Mr. Kazan 
was surprised when he saw me in 
America without waiting for him 
to ask me to come. And he told 
me he liked what I did—to come 
here alone like that. Immediately, 
he found an apartment and next 
day he found a very good teach¬ 
er for my speech. At the same 
time I found a job in a restaurant 



because, you know, if I didn’t 
have the part, I wanted to stay 
here and study. 

FRED: Washing dishes? 

STATHIS: Yes. I washed dishes 
for three weeks and then read for 
Mr. Kazan again. He told me I 
could leave my job and go to 
work for him. After two months 
I was told I had the part. 

FRED: Have you always wanted to 
be an actor? 

STATHIS: i once wanted to be a 
captain—then a doctor, but I 
didn’t have enough schooling. 
FRED: What do you hope to 
achieve through your acting? 
STATHIS: I believe that in our 
work—actor, director, or any¬ 
thing—you have to say some¬ 
thing to the people. And I guess 
that it is my hope that I can do 
something for my country. 

FRED: I hear you are writing, too? 
STATHIS: Yes, I started to write 
a documentary about a Greek vil¬ 
lage two years ago and now I 
hope to finish it. I want to show 
everyone what the Greek people 
are really like—how they fight 
with the earth and the rain; the 
great love they have for Greece 
and their families; the way they 
smile and sing even though they 
are so poor, most of them. 

See Stathis in Warners’ “America 
America.” Hear Fred on radio’s 
“Assignment Hollywood.” In the 
N.Y. area hear him Sunday nights 
on WNEW’s “Robbins’ Nest.” 
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skin care 
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Lander Hand Cream gives instant protection 
to skin, acts immediately to make rough, 
chapped skin wonderfully smooth again. 
Even the most delicate skin is protected 
against chapping and irritation because 
Lander Hand Cream keeps precious mois¬ 
ture in, keeps dryness away. Purest olive oil 
is blended into a rich, lightly scented cream 
that vanishes into your skin in seconds to 
make chapped skin youthfully smooth again, 
and keep it that way! 

Try economical Lander Hand Cream 
today. Available at your local variety 
store and supermarket. 
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CAN A WICKEDLY GLAMOROUS MAKE-UP 
ALSO BE GOOD FOR YOUR SKIN? 



Of course. That’s the beauty of Pure Magic. It 
gives you glamour, yet pampers you like an only 
child. No other make-up of its kind offers eight 
complexion-matched shades...or covers you with 
color so subtle it looks like a radiant echo of your 
own skin tone! But Pure Magic goes one step 
beyond a flawless face. It’s also good for your skin. 

You see, Pure Magic has a bacteria-static agent 


that hokls down germs. They can’t spread to 
irritate your complexion. No wonder Pure Magic 
feels so comfortable on your skin. And it’s so light, 
it won’t clog pores. Smooth it on. Hours after, 
you’re still refreshed, brightened, pretty. After all, 
Max Factor designs Pure Magic for knowing girls 
who want flawless skins... and know exactly how 
to get what they want. 


PURE MAGIC 1 bv MAX FACTOR 


the authority in 
the exciting world of beauty 
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Pure Magic , the glamour make-up with the gentle touch of medication.. .in compact , cake or tube. 
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Tampax® internal sanitary protection 
takes the trials out of trying days. 


You no longer have to worry about 
odor. Or chafing. Or telltale bulges. 
Tampax is out of sight, out of 
mind. You feel clean! With no 
belts, pins, pads to bother 
you, you can wear what you 
wish, do what you like. You have 
freedom, complete comfort! 



Tiny Tampax is easy to insert (thanks 
to its applicator), easy to dispose of. 
It comes in 3 absorbency-sizes: Junior, 
Regular and extra absorbent Super. 

Try Tampax this very month. You’ll 
like it. 


TA AA DAY inc ° r p° rated 

I fit Yll ri/\ Palmer, Mass. 


Continued from page 14 

make it permanent some day. . . . The 
Big Towners are still talking about: A 
newsmag’s recent article dissecting Lau¬ 
rence Harvey, the actor, who has publicly 
spanked nearly all of his leading ladies’ 
wrists. One of them, Capucine, landed in 
that weekly’s letters-to-the-editor page with 
a zinger, to wit: “Sir: Perhaps the reason 
Mr. Harvey called me ‘that ghastly wom¬ 
an’ is that I protested indignantly when I 
learned he was going to play my lover in 
the movie ‘Walk on the Wild Side.’ I had 
seen Mr. Harvey make love on the screen, 
which he does aloofly, as if he were a play¬ 
ing card—the jack of clubs. Mr. Harvey 
whacks away at nearly all the heroines 
whom he has to embrace in films. It is 
safer than denouncing critics.” 

The editor gave Harvey space under 
Capucine’s atomic blast, a telegram stat¬ 
ing: “Thanks for spelling my name right.” 
(Voice from the next door neighbors: 
“Shhhhh! You both will wake the baby!”) 

New Yorkers are trying to figure out 
the initials G.T. She is Cary Grant’s big 


Shecret, according to some busybodies. The 
many other honeys you hear (or read) 
about are invariably starlets or actresses 
who have desperate press-agents. . . . G.T. 
is a highly paid industrial public rela¬ 
tions executive in midtown Manhattan and 
she often dinner-dates C.G. 

Say! 

That could become the start of a plot 
for a magazine love saga, a Broadway play 
or a Hollywood epic! 

❖ 

The bullets that killed President Ken¬ 
nedy also “struck” many other Americans 
in and out of show business. 

Vaughn Meader, perhaps, was the first 
outsider to suffer. 

His voice mimicry of JFK was a sen¬ 
sational album smash — selling over two 
million discs. When “The First Family” 
came out and landed in so many Ameri¬ 
can homes, Mr. Kennedy and his Jackie 
were among the first to enjoy it. They 
invited Meader to a New Year’s Eve party 
in Palm Beach where he delighted them 
and their guests with his very comical 
impersonations of them and other well 
knowns. 

Immediately upon hearing the tragic 
flash from Dallas, Mr. Meader announced 
that he would drop the best material from 
his night club act. Many of his envious 
knockers expected Meader to quit show¬ 
biz (“That’s all he can do — imitate JFK!” 
they wrong-guessed). He is booked solid, 
at the better night places and he will not 
feature the JFK hairdo — which made him 
the late President’s handsome lookalike 
when he mimic’d certain JFK expressions. 


Vote Today—A Gift Is Waiting For You! 

We’ll put your name on one of 400 prizes—and all you have 
to do is fill out and mail this ballot. This month the prize— 
for the first 400 ballots we receive—is “Young John Ken¬ 
nedy,” by Gene Schoor—the personal story of the dynamic 
and dedicated man who sought out challenges—and never 
more so than in his early years and young manhood. Be 
sure to mail your ballot today to win this book prize. 

Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader's Poll, 

Box 1374, Grand Central Station, New York 17, New York. 
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Then there was his colleague in that 
album—the girl who sounded “exactly” 
like Jacqueline Kennedy. She is a former 
Copacabana beauty named Naomi Bros- 
sart, who was last reported working as a 
Girl Friday for a New York executive. 
This means Naomi has brains. Not be¬ 
cause she is a Secretary but because she 
knows a good paying steady job is a lot 
better than fighting Broadway and Holly¬ 
wood, show biz’s highest mountains. 

Oh, she is always available, of course, 
for a film, album or a play, if you have 
an opening for a good looking gal with 
talent. (End of Large Plug.) 

Another victim of the Dallas assassin 
was newspaperman-author Victor Lasky. 
When the news of the tragedy shocked 
the world, Lasky and his book publisher 
announced withdrawal of the highly criti¬ 
cal—of JFK—tome. One report said that 
Lasky might have earned over $250,000 
from the sales that quickly put the book 
on top of the best-seller list. When the 
month’s mourning for the late President 
ended, we read that the book was to be 
re-issued. 

JFK’s brother-in-law, actor Peter Law- 
ford, tried to deaden the agony of his grief 
by resuming his specialty with Jimmy 
Durante’s floor show at Lake Tahoe. Law- 
ford reportedly wept day and night for 
many weeks. 

The Kennedys had many friends in the 
allied professions. It was “Jack and 
Jackie” who publicly embraced talented 
members of the stage, screen, teevee and 
artistic world with invitations to perform 
or be a guest at the White House on many 
occasions. Very few Presidents and their 
wives were such fans. Most of them never 
went to a Broadway play even when it 
was trying out in Washington. 

❖ 

“Camelot,” the Broadway show that had 
Richard Burton and Robert Goulet as 
principals, enjoyed huge prosperity in Chi¬ 
cago without them. It grossed $80,000 in 
one week there—despite hard raps by 
some reviewers. 

This is the musical the New York wags 
quipped: “Camelot is a dullalot. You come 
out humming the scenery!” 

We think we know why the show at¬ 
tracted so many customers in Chicago. 
Theodore White, author of “The Making 
of a President” (another best-seller about 
JFK), got an exclusive interview with Mrs. 
Kennedy almost immediately after JFK 
was slain. It was one of the most beau¬ 
tifully written pieces ever recorded. Fu¬ 
ture historians will be glad there was a 
Ted White. 

In Mr. White’s interview with the wid¬ 
ow, she quoted the last lines from 
“Camelot” which she said her husband 
quoted often, especially when they both 
had cause to be very happy. They follow: 
“Don’t let it be forgot, that once there 
was a spot, for one brief shining moment 
that was known as Camelot.” 

❖ 

The fact that Van Johnson’s night club 
act was such a box-office hit should not 
surprise the pros in the wings and out 
front. He had the sense to sign Carol 
Haney, the former (Continued on page 32) 


A whole new world of 
visible skin-care action begins! 



Fabulous notion.. .beauty in motion! From 
Young Lady Esther , new “Active Beauty” 
preparations you can actually see at work. Your 
own fingertip motion starts the creamy-action 
magic. It happens right before your eyes. When 
these remarkable formulas turn creamy 
on your skin , you have seen a beauty 
miracle in progress . 



“Active Beauty” Moisture Creme 
Homogenizes into multiple dewy 
roplets , for quick penetration. A cream 
that builds the reservoir of moisture . 

‘Active Beauty ” Foundation 
Creams into a gossamer 
veil that spreads uni • 
formly , for an exquisite 
make-up finish. 

*Active Beauty” Cleanser 
Floats dirt up 
from deep down — 
holds it in suspension , 
to be tissued away. 
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Shirley MacLaine (above 
with Kevin McClory) does as 
she pleases and lets the chips 
fall where they may. She told me 
not long ago that she was tired 
trying to explain her marriage to 
Steve Parker to people who 
couldn’t understand. “It suits me 
and I’m happy and it’s nobody 
else’s business.” Despite her prot¬ 
estations that all is well, the 


Italian newspapers had a field 
day when she and producer Mc¬ 
Clory, both staying at Rome’s 
Hotel Excelsior, went night- 
clubbing together every night. 
As happens to all movie stars in 
Rome, they had more than one 
run-in with the paparazzi and 
at one point McClory heaved a 
chair at a cameraman. Kevin 
married heiress Bobo Sigrist last 
year and when their son was 
christened in Dublin, Shirley 
was one of the illustrious god¬ 
parents on hand for the cham¬ 
pagne party—along with direc¬ 
tor John Huston. 


Do you suppose Gary Mer¬ 
rill’s trying to impress Bette 
Davis? He borrowed a pal’s 
white Rolls-Royce when he went 
to pick up their adopted son for 
a visit. Gary wasn’t invited to 
the wedding of Bette’s daughter 
Barbara (BD)—so he phoned 
me halfway across the country 
to ask how it went. 


Van Johnson’s battle with 
cancer hasn’t softened his rela¬ 
tions with his ex-wife and their 
fifteen-year-old daughter. Van 
never hears from his daughter. 


Those rumors that Ava Gard¬ 
ner was dating Skip Ward when 
both were doing “Night Of The 
Iguana” are false. When Ava 
came back to town, she met 
Skip’s fiancee Julie Payne 
(daughter of John and Anne 
Shirley). Julie was wearing a 
beautiful green sheath, and Ava 
hauled an emerald necklace out 
of the vault and loaned it to 
Julie. But Ava’s bitterness over 
Hollywood lingers on. She won’t 
give reporters the time of day, 
and has nothing but disdain for 
the town where she became 
famous. Director John Huston 
told me Ava will be the sur¬ 
prise of “Iguana.” It was the first 
time he ever worked with her. 
When the film was finished, she 
told Huston it was the first time 
she had ever enjoyed working. 
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Carroll Baker stopped in Paris 
on her way to Kenya to costar 
with Bob Mitchum in “Mr. 
Moses.” Main reason for the 
stopover was to see Pierre Bal¬ 
main about the dress he’s de¬ 
signing for her to wear to the 
American premiere of “Carpet¬ 
baggers.” All she’s saying about 
it is that it will be skin color! 
Although Carroll has a reputa¬ 
tion for being undressed in most 
of her films, she outfitted herself 
in a Robin Hood outfit, com¬ 
plete with high suede boots, for 
her arrival in Africa. “I’m not go¬ 
ing to let mosquitos get at me.” 


Bill Holden’s having confer¬ 
ences in London that may bring 
him back to Hollywood for a 
picture—his first in the old town 
in years. If Holden returns, I’ll 
believe those rumors that Bri¬ 
gitte Bardot is also weakening 
and may make a movie over 
here in sunny California. 



Shelley Winters and ex-hus¬ 
band Vittorio Gassman (above) 
are pals again. When she was in 
Italy making a picture, Vittorio 
saw a great deal of their daugh¬ 
ter, and Shelley got acquainted 
with his eighteen-year-old daugh¬ 
ter by a former marriage. I 
asked if she’d also patched up 
things with Tony Franciosa. “No 
relation,” said Shelley, “we 
weren’t married—we just went 
a fast ten rounds. You know, 
sometimes I start thinking I’d 
like a nice, calm, ordinary life, 
but I’m only kidding.” Is she? 



Hollywood lost one of its most 
lovable citizens when Kate Cros¬ 
by, mother of the clan, died a 
month before her ninety-second 
birthday. Despite all the fame of 
her sons, Kate remained herself. 
She liked to bet the ponies and 
used to be a regular at Santa 
Anita and Hollywood Park. For 
years Bing and Larry tried to 
find out how old she was, but got 
nowhere. She refused to tell 
them. About a year ago Bing was 
golfing back in the Midwest and 
went to the little town where 
Kate was born. The priest 
showed him the baptismal rec¬ 
ords, but Bing never let on that 
he knew her secret. Dennis Cros¬ 
by and his estranged wife Pat 
showed up at the funeral and 
said they were going to give 
their marriage another try. 


Tony Perkins (above) is a 
lucky guy. He’s had so many 
gorgeous co-stars, he’s got others 
green with envy. His impressive 
list includes Sophia Loren and 
Brigitte Bardot—and in his lat¬ 
est movie, “Fool Killer”—she’s 
shapely Salome Jens. 


Warren Beatty learned his 
lesson with Natalie Wood. Even 
he thought all the publicity over 
their romance was slightly over¬ 
done, and that’s why you rarely 
see his name in the columns. 
Don’t worry about Warren—he’s 
not sitting home pasting clip¬ 
pings in his scrapbook, but when 
he takes a girl out these nights 
he makes sure it’s on the quiet 
side. He’s become a co-producer 
and is very busy casting two pic¬ 
tures in Hollywood. One’s called 
“Hello, Pussycat,” and the other 
is “Honeybear, I Think I Love 
You.” He says he’ll act in both. 



Maria Christina Aumont 
(above), the eighteen-year-old 
daughter of the late Maria 
Montez and Jean Pierre Au¬ 
mont, married Christian Mar- 
quand (Please turn the page ) 
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against her father's wishes. So 
Jean Pierre is not only divorcing 
Marisa Pavan, he’s estranged 
from his daughter as well, or at 
least relations are strained. 
When she was fifteen Maria had 
a movie offer, but her father put 
his foot down and ended it. 
Jean-Pierre wasn’t so successful 
in her latest venture, but she 
didn’t ask his permission to wed. 



Gardner McKay (above with 
me) has always been a favorite 
of mine—and from his long date 
list, I gather other gals here 
agree with me. In fact, they don’t 
even mind when he brings his 
dog along on a date! 


Arlene Dahl was all set for a 
trip to India and the film festival 
on behalf of the State Depart¬ 
ment when the whole thing was 


cancelled. It had been arranged 
by Pat Newcomb, Marilyn Mon¬ 
roe’s press agent, and Arlene had 
already taken her overseas shots. 
So the whole thing wouldn’t be 
a total loss, she decided to travel 
anyway. She went to London to 
talk about doing a play. Some¬ 
time later she made a tour be¬ 
hind the Iron Curtain for the 
State Department. The idea is 
to take her beauty clinic over 
and show the women how we 
do it. The Communist ladies can 
buy French cosmetics (very ex¬ 
pensive), but so far the only 
American beauty aids they’ve 
seen are the ones that have 
been smuggled into the country. 


We thought George Mont¬ 
gomery was brewing up a real 
romance with Gloria Vanderbilt, 
then she threw cold water on 
the whole thing by running off 
with writer Wyatt Cooper and 
getting herself married for the 
fourth time. Gloria’s ex, (one of 
them) Pat DeCicco, took a new 
bride, too. She’s a young fashion 
editor, Marie-Pierre Coll. They 
went to the altar after taking a 
cruise on Henry Ford II’s yacht. 


Steve Boyd is the sly one. 
He’s been dating Patricia Stand- 
er almost nightly. She’s a beau¬ 
tiful brunette, young and a 
widow. She was personal assist¬ 
ant to Anton Dolin, choreogra¬ 
pher of the Royal Festival Bal¬ 
let for ten years. She’s done 
choreography for a lot of BBC 
and commercial television in 
London and in British films. Pa¬ 
tricia was born in South Rho¬ 
desia and she and Steve have 
known each other since 1955. 
They dated casually in London 
and Spain, but things have been 
getting serious lately. Steve quit 
drinking a year and a half ago; 
now he’s quit smoking. Further¬ 
more, he’s selling his house in 
the Valley and getting a bigger 
one, which all adds up to a man 
who’s about to settle down. Yes? 



George Maharis and Gloria 
Montoya (above), a nurse, met 
when he had hepatitis. Now 
their romance is in full swing. 
George doesn’t mind talking 
about his pretty friend, but he 
gets furious if anyone suggests 
she’s just a cover-up for his real 
heart—his agent Mimi Weber. 


When our glamour girls buy 
those sparklers from Tiffany’s 
they should get a bodyguard to 
go with them. There have been 
more robberies in the past year 
than ever before, and Eva Gabor 
really had a narrow escape when 
a thief knocked her on the head 
and made off with her fifteen- 
carat diamond ring. She was hos¬ 
pitalized with a concussion. Aft¬ 
er Eva got back on her feet, she 
swore she was giving up jewels. 


After the big bust-up, Alain 
Delon offered to let Romy 
Schneider have the mansion 
they occupied in Paris, but she 
decided it was too much house 
and rented a smaller apartment. 


How about Hayley Mills! In 
a poll of two thousands theaters, 
she displaced Liz Taylor as 
Britain’s Number One Female 
Star. However, the first four 
places went to men: behind 
singer Cliff Richard came Peter 
Sellers, Elvis Presley and Sean 
Connery. ( Continued on page 23 ) 
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Now change your shoe color...as easily as your nail color! 


Change tired winter shoes to vibrant spring shoes...even 
black to white! 120 fabulous fashion colors won’t chip, 
peel, streak or rain away! Color leather, fabric, any shoes to 


match or complement any outfit. It’s a breeze with Instant 
Shoe Coloring by Lady Esquire. Sound like fashion magic? 
It is! Just clip the free coupon, try it yourself today and see! 




PALE PINK 


FREE... any one of 3 spring colors. 

Take this coupon to any store participating in this offer. 

Dealers: Redeem coupon for 1 free bottle of Instant Shoe 
Coloring (Spring colors only). Lady Esquire will give 
you (dealer) 2 free bottles to cover handling. Send cou¬ 
pons to Knomark, Inc. Springfield Gardens 34, N.Y. 
Offer expires May 15, 1964. Valid in Canada at slightly higher prices. 

P-4 

"-Consumer to pay any tax. Coupon cash value l/20th of If 1 . -*" 


Instant Shoe Coloring by Lady Esquire 















The editors of Photoplay Magazine present its 
Gold Medal for excellence to Universal’s pro¬ 
duction of “Captain Newman, M.D.” 

Let the solemn doctor-heroes make room for a 
truly lovable movie medico who isn’t afraid to 
laugh. In this version of Leo Rosten’s best-seller, 
Gregory Peck treats emotional casualties of 
World War II at a desert hospital even more re¬ 
mote from battle than Mister Roberts’ ship. Tony 
Curtis as his offhanded-right-hand man, patients 
Bobby Darin and Eddie Albert and beautiful 
nurse Angie Dickinson are all equally memorable. 
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Universal; Eastman Color; Director, David Mil¬ 
ler; Producer, Robert Arthur; from Rosten novel. 
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Elizabeth Ashley didn’t beat 
about the bush when I asked if 
she was in love with George 
Peppard. “I am,” she said, “but 
neither of us is divorced, so mar¬ 
riage will have to wait.” Since 
Elizabeth is marooned on Broad¬ 
way in the hit play “Barefoot In 
The Park,” George has been 
jetting from Hollywood to New 
York to be with her. 


Bob Hope’s just not the type 
to take it easy. Everybody held 
their breath when he got out of 
a San Francisco hospital after 


undergoing treatment on his eye 
and took off on a sixteen-thou¬ 
sand-mile jaunt to entertain 
G.I.’s. He didn’t seem as chipper 
as usual and his friends were 
worried. The trip was just what 
the doctor ordered. By the end 
of it Hope was feeling much bet¬ 
ter than when he started. He 
says those wonderful G.I. audi¬ 
ences give him a lift. 


Best kept secret in the world 
was Doris Duke’s marriage to 
bandleader Joe Castro. They 
were wed in 1956—again in 
1960, and nobody knew it for 
sure until Joe sued Doris for di¬ 
vorce and demanded five thou¬ 
sand dollars monthly alimony. 
If I could get my hands on the 
money Doris and Barbara Hut¬ 
ton have paid off to ex-husbands, 
I could start my own bank. 


Judy Garland doesn’t see 
Glenn Ford anymore. She di¬ 
vides her dates between real es¬ 
tate man Mike Silverman and 
her dress designer Ray Agah- 
yan, unless she’s in New York. 
Then she goes out with Albert 
Finney, who has a special talent 
for making all his dates feel 
they’re really the one. You’d 
think at least one glamour girl 
would get a little miffed when 
he turns up with somebody else, 
but not at all. They just sigh, 
tell you he’s their favorite man 
in all the world and let it go at 
that. Even Shelley Winters is 
gone on him. I took my sixteen- 
year-old granddaughter Joan to 
see “Tom Jones,” and she 
laughed so hard I thought they’d 
throw us out of the theater. I’ve 
seen it twice, and I plan to go 
again. Yes, it’s that good a 
movie. (Please turn the page) 



You can tell at a touch- 

Soft-weve is softer than soft 


Each soft, soft sheet of Soft-weve is softly 
lined with another just like it. Soft-weve 
is 2-ply for double softness, double strength. 
Choose pretty pastels or snowy white. 
Soft-weve is America’s largest-selling 
2-ply bathroom tissue. It costs so little. 
It’s made by Scott. 
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Detergent-proof colors protected by exclusive 
TS&T Zircon-hard glaze. Oven-proof, 

chip-resistant. Thrifty, too! 
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Only actress to make the 
World’s Best Dressed list is Dina 
Merrill, heiress to the Post 
Toastie fortune. She and Stanley 
Rumbaugh still go their separate 
ways. So far there’s been no 
reconciliation and no divorce. 


Frank Sinatra and all his en¬ 
terprises will be housed on a half 
million dollar bungalow which 
Warners is building on their lot. 
There’ll be room for his pal 
Dean Martin, too. 


You don’t suppose Hugh 
O’Brian has decided to give up 
his freedom, do you? Every time 
I see him, he’s with Chris Noel 
and that isn’t like him. He usual¬ 
ly divides his time among the 
ladies—so they all have a 
chance. But Chris seems to be 
something special. 


Our glamour girls have taken 
baths in everything, but leave it 
to Mamie Van Doren to come 
up with something different. For 
the film called “Three Nuts In 
Search Of A Bolt,” Mamie 
bathes in a tub of beer! 


Yvette Mimieux is a girl to 
be reckoned with. She fired her 
agents, told M-G-M she wanted 
a brand new deal, and when re¬ 
porters asked personal questions 
(like is she really married) she 
told them it was none of their 
business. She’s been dating Dick 
Chamberlain, who still sees his 
old flame Clara Ray. 


That’s all the news for now. 
I’ll write more next month. • 


24 




















is gone from girdles 

(Kleinert’s new Conforma weighs mere ounces, 
keeps you in shape with new comfort) 

Imagine, a girdle you can wear all day, and far into the 
night, without an ounce of discomfort! Kleinert’s 'Conforma'® 
is made with Spandex, a new stretch fiber with all the 
give and take of rubber-but none of the pinch and bind. 
Keeps its shape, lasts longer, even with machine washing. 
Satin front panel, Helanca® nylon supporters. In white, 
S, M, L, XL. Girdle or panty style 
$5.00. Long leg panty girdle, $6.00. 

Who would have thought of it but Kleinert's. 9 V 

485 FIFTH AVE., N.Y. • TORONTO, CANADA • LONDON, ENGLAND* CONFORMA SPANDEX GIRDLES 





GO OUT 
TO A 
MOVIE 

by JANET GRAVES 


PARIS WHEN IT SIZZLES 

Paramount; Technicolor; Director,George Axelrod; 
Producers, Richard Quine, George Axelrod (Family) 

who’s in it? William Holden, Audrey 
Hepburn, Tony Curtis, Noel Coward. 
what’s it about? A scenarist and his 
typist imagine themselves as the lovers 
in the crime thriller he’s writing. 
what’s the verdict? In this prankish 
story-within-a-story, the movies take to 
kidding themselves. The Hepburn-Holden 
team gives double roles double-barreled 
charm, and Tony enjoys his brief scenes 
as Method Actor and Minor Character. 
But the picture uses a bit too much time 
telling its single, gentle, inside joke. 


MAN’S FAVORITE SPORT? 

Universal; Technicolor; Producer-Director,Howard 
Hawks (Family) 

who’s in it? Rock Hudson, Paula Pren¬ 
tiss, Maria Perschy, John McGiver. 
what’s it about? Two girls maneuver a 
self-styled “fishing expert” into show¬ 
ing off the skill he hasn’t got. 
what’s the verdict? Behind the tricky 
title hides an amiable, aimless comedy. 
(The sport in question is trout-fishing, 
it says here.) While Rock cheerfully 
makes a fool of himself, he hasn’t the 
special gift for clowning that all the 
slapstick demands. Paula’s casual wit 
polishes gags that need extra sparkle. 



MAIL ORDER BRIDE 

M-G-M; Panavision, Metrocolor: Director, Burt 
Kennedy; Producer, Richard E. Lyons (Adult) 

who’s in it? Buddy Ebsen, Keir Dullea, 
Lois Nettleton, Warren Oates. 
what’s it about? A wild youngster’s 
wise old guardian figures a wife will 
inspire the boy to settle down. 
what’s the verdict? As nice a trio of 
folks as you could hope to meet gets a 
homey yarn off to a promising start. Set 
in Montana at the end of the pioneer era, 
it hands Buddy, Keir and Lois a problem 
that might well be worked out in a hu¬ 
man way. Instead, it takes the easy, 
movie-western way: Gunfire solves all. 


DEAD RINGER 

Warners; Director, Paul Henreid; Producer, Wil¬ 
liam H. Wright (Adult) 

t 

who’s in it? Bette Davis, Karl Malden, 
Peter Lawford, Philip Carey. 
what’s it about? Envious and revenge¬ 
ful, a woman kills her rich twin sister 
and assumes the dead woman’s identity. 
what’s the verdict? To its credit, it 
has a neat, ingenious plot and a pair of 
authoritative Davis performances. On 
the debit side, toward the finale there 
is a surprise development that will be 
no surprise at all to experienced mys¬ 
tery fans. Oh well—maybe it’s smart of 
the movie-makers to let us feel smart. 


A GLOBAL AFFAIR 

M-G-M; Director, Jack Arnold; Producer, Hall 
Bartlett (Adult) 

who’s in it? Bob Hope, Michele Mer- 
cier, Robert Sterling, Lilo Pulver. 
what’s it about? Abandoned at the UN, 
a baby girl confuses a bachelor’s life 
and causes wrangling among nations. 
what’s the verdict? If good intentions 
were enough, this would be a splendid 
picture. Unfortunately, the pleas for 
international understanding and all the 
world’s children are dropped clumsily in¬ 
to a farce that would be awkward even 
without the sermons. Lilo’s Russian is 
most notable of the girls who woo Bob. 
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DARK PURPOSE 

Universal; Technicolor; Director, George Marshall; 
Producer, Steve Barclay (Adult) 

who’s in it? Shirley Jones, Rossano 
Brazzi, George Sanders, Georgia Moll. 
what’s it about? Romance between an 
Italian nobleman and an American girl 
is tainted by a secret in his household. 
what’s the verdict? The ingredients of 
an entertaining thriller are here in 
plenty: fantastically beautiful back¬ 
grounds, good-looking people in luxury 
clothes, an innocent heroine in danger. 
But they’re stirred up by an inept hand. 
Except for a few lines that have typical 
Sanders sauce, the dialogue goes flat. 



THE FIANCES 

Janus; Director, Ermanno Olmi; Italian Dialogue, 
English Titles (Family) 

who’s in it? Anna Canzi, Carlo Cabrini. 
what’s it about? On a new job in Sicily, 
a young Italian fights loneliness and 
longing for his sweetheart. 
what’s the verdict? With nothing that 
looks like a standard plot, this quiet 
film has a sure grasp of emotions and a 
wonderful sense of place, as it studies 
the effect of separation on genuine love 
and the impact of modern times on an 
ancient land. Carlo’s days and nights 
capture the very taste of homesickness, 
a poignant portrayal of human feelings. 




“ME miss a great date because my skin is 
broken out? Not on your life! 

I wear Angel Face Medicated Make-up to cover up naturally!” 


“Ourfirststop—Dinoland! These “Here's my favorite—the Unisphere®! Here's 
gigantic dinosaurs are downright where my heart did a handstand! Bill whispered 
scary. Glad I'm with Bill! he'd never seen a girl look as pretty as I did! 


“My answer was ‘YES'! . . . when Bill 
invited me to preview the ‘World’s Fair’ 
with him for our school newspaper. 
He’s only the neatest guy in school! 


“Uh-oh—my complexion's acting up— always 
does if I'm excited. So I wear Angel Face 
Medicated Liquid Make-up. Hides blemishes 
so naturally (evemhelps prevent new ones!) 



“Any girl can look pretty wearing Angel Face 
Medicated Make-up. Angel Face Cream in a 
tube gives ‘extra’ coverage; Angel Face 
Liquid gives a soft, dewy finish; Angel Face 
Pressed Powder is perfect for touch-ups. 

Uniiphirii presented by United States Steel © real New York w 0 rid» fo» i?o419*5 Corpora'** 


“On the ‘World's Fair' subway home, 

Bill said from now on he's taking me 
everywhere! And that's how l became 
Bill’s steady girl! (Thank you, Angel 
Face, for making it come true.)” 

















an internal 
deodorizer 
for the 

“delicate zone” 


gentle-formula 
ZONITE 
with lasting 
germicidal 
protection 

Every fastidious woman uses an 
underarm deodorant. But, until 
liquid douche ZONITE, there was 
no internal deodorant specifically 
created for the “delicate zone”— 
where tissues are tender and odors 
persistent. 

Frees married women from worry 

Gentle-formula ZONITE banishes 
embarrassing odors, lets you ap¬ 
proach the intimate moments of 
marriage with confidence in your 
total feminine cleanliness. Yet, it 
has far more germicidal protection 
than other liquid douches or home¬ 
made vinegar preparations. 

When to use 

Use ZONITE whenever you would 
use an ordinary douche, as well as 
part of your weekly grooming. In 
cases of persistent discharge, see 
your doctor. 

Discover Z0N1T0RS —the “douche in a 

capsule”. Fits into your change purse, 
requires no special equipment. The only 
P vaginal suppositories with the same pow¬ 
erful germicidal action as famous liquid 
Zonite. At your drug store. 
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Alan Ladd became a hero as 
the screen’s strong, silent man 
of action. Alan Ladd became 
another Hollywood tragedy on 
a sunny afternoon in Palm 
Springs last January 29th. He 
died silent and alone in the 
bedroom of his plush winter 
home in the popular desert re¬ 
sort. His heart—only fifty 
years young—stopped beating. 
Hollywood is tragedy prone, 
and especially in the past 
decade. Bogart, Gable, Cooper, 
Chandler, Monroe and others 
are all tear-stained memories. 
Perhaps the most tragic of all 
was the shell of a man found 


dead in bed by his butler at 
3:30 P.M. on that fateful Wed¬ 
nesday afternoon. 

To all appearances Alan 
Ladd was a man who had every¬ 
thing. Success knocked on his 
door following his performance 
in 1941 as the cold-blooded 
killer in “This Gun For Hire.” 
As is the case with many 
screen heroes of this era, if star¬ 
dom depended solely on act¬ 
ing, Ladd probably would not 
have made it so big. However, 
he became a physical legend 
with his low firm voice and 
steely eyes, whether it was a 
hero or villain he portrayed. 




























Soon Ladd had acquired a 
financial empire. Success, 
money and then a family any 
father would be proud to call 
his own. On March 21 he and 
Sue Ladd would have celebrated 
their twenty-second wedding 
anniversary. Many credit Sue, 
a former actress turned agent, 
with much of Ladd’s financial 
success. For two years Sue 
made the rounds of the studios 
singing the praises of his tal¬ 
ents, and always was given the 
same line, “Don’t call us, we’ll 
call you.” Then came the break 
and the birth of a star and their 
marriage. His demand as the 
gun-totin’ brave one put him 
in the ninety percent tax brack¬ 
et. The Ladds invested in a 
rambling Holmby Hills man¬ 
sion down the street from 
where Bogart lived until his 
death. They purchased a 
twenty-five-acre ranch at Hid¬ 
den Valley. Besides their home 
in Palm Springs, he owned a 
thriving hardware business in 
the desert city. 

Probably the most respected 
actor in the business, he sel¬ 
dom had an unkind word about 
anyone. He never complained. 
As one studio executive put it: 
“Alan was an exception to the 
rule that nice guys don’t get 
ahead in Hollywood.” 

However, being a nice guy 
apparently didn’t help Alan 
find any inner happiness. In 
recent years he was a much- 
troubled man. Something was 
bugging him. But what? There 
obviously were problems, but 
he refused to discuss them. He 
began to drink, often more 
than was good for him. His de¬ 
voted Sue, their children, their 
friends all became concerned 
about his health. 

There (Please turn the page) 



Pick the spoon you’d 
like us to send! 


May we suggest, for you who long for sterling but find the price a 
problem—Community® Silverplate. Here is deep luster, perfect 
weightand balance. And a heavy plating of pure silver that ensures a 
lifetime of beauty. All this at a low, low price! A 6-piece place setting, 
only $9.95. A 52-piece service for 8, $ 79.95—including 16 teaspoons, 
8 each of knives, forks, place spoons, salad forks, and 1 each of butter 
knife, sugar spoon, regular and pierced tablespoons. Sample this 
luxury now. Send in this coupon, with 50ff in coin to cover mailing 
cost, and we’ll send you a teaspoon in any one of the patterns shown. 


Castle Services, Dept. PH-4, Box 111, Verona, New York 13421 

I'd love one. Please send me a teaspoon in_ pattern. 

I enclose 50^ in coin to cover mailing. 

My name_____ 

(PLEASE PRINT) 

Address _ __ 


(OFFER VALID ONLY WITHIN THE SO UNITED STATES. EXPIRES JUNE 30, 1964.) 


COMMUNITY SILVERPLATE BYCXe^SILVERSMITHS ' 
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What’s Blooming?... Bridesmaids in Blue... Hair-dos, 
High and Bow-Tied... A New Love in Your Life! 



Q My bridesmaids will all be 
9 wearing ice blue. What color 
lipstick could they wear, too? 

W. H., Phoenix, Ariz. 

^ 1 Pick a pink! 
Better yet, pick 
two blue-based 
pinks, a soft one for 
lips, a pearlized one 
for nails. For exam¬ 
ple, combine pearly 
“Hot Pink” on nails 
with hushed, 
blushed “Whisper 
Pink” on lips. Both 
by Cutex. Both 
would be marvelous 
as an extra gift you 
give each of your 
bridesmaids, too! 

Q l’m dieting now , but in the 
9 meantime, plumpness has left 
me without a waistline. What can 
I wear to hide this? 

B. B., Princeton, N. J. 
1 Shift to the shift! See your waist 
disappear. The loose straight lines 
of the shift avoid the issue of where oh 
where is your waist! 

A Is it true that I should wear a 
different shade of make-up at 
night? . C. D., Middletown, N. J. 

1 True! The night-time you will be 
prettier if your shade is one or two 
shades deeper than your regular shade. 
A make-up with lots of shades to choose 
from is for you! The wider the choice, 
the easier to find one that looks warm, 
glowing and naturally lovely with your 
skin tones. Like Angel Face Pressed 
Powder Compact with eight shades! 

Q My nails are soft and break 
9 easily. Is there hope for pret¬ 
tier nails for me? s. M., Ridgewood, N. J. 

1 Yes, indeedy! There's a fabulous 
product just for you. Looks like 
colorless nail polish, goes on like polish 
— but it’s a special formula to strengthen 
and protect nails. Actually helps pre¬ 
vent chipping, splitting, cracking or 
peeling. It’s called “Strong Nail," and 

LOOK FOR “PRETTY TALK’ 


it’s made by Cutex. Two coats of “Strong 
Nail” and you’ve ten strong nails! 

Q My hair is very long and 
9 straight. Is there anything spe¬ 
cial I can do with it for parties? 

J. G., Evanston, Ill. 
1 Send it sky-high . . . then catch it 
in a bow at back! Here’s how! Pin 
left side up, then right. Pin the back up 
high enough so the ends of your hair 
fall forward. Spray these ends and tease 
a little. Now sculpture the ends into fat, 



soft curls. Pin a bow behind them. Yes, 
it’s you wearing the prettiest hair-do at 
the party! 

Q What’s the proper way to file 
9 nails? K. B., Rochester, N. Y. 

1 In one direction. Up one side, 
down the other. Use a strong but 
super-fine emery board—Cutex Emery 
Boards, for example. 

Q Spring may be coming—but my 
9 steady and I have gone our sep¬ 
arate ways. Now how do I meet a 
new man? J. C., Willoughby, o. 

/I Lucky you—this is the time a young 

man’s fancy turns to thoughts of 
you know what! What new groups can 
you join at school? What social activities 



take place (is there room for you on a 
party-planning committee)? Baseball 
practice begins ... go out and watch 
(read up on the game first), and be some¬ 
body’s hit of the season! And smile, 
smile, smile —it’s Spring-time for fun 
for you! 

EVERY MONTH IN PHOTOPLAY! 



were strong indications that these 
problems built to a climax one No¬ 
vember night in 1962. Alone again at 
his ranch, the actor was discovered 
near death with a .38-caliber bullet 
hole in his chest. First reports from 
the Ladd family claimed the pistol ac¬ 
cidentally went off while he was clean¬ 
ing it. They said he suffered a mild 
shoulder wound. Later the story was 
changed. Ladd, they said, thought he 
heard a prowler outside the window. 
Still in his pajamas, he grabbed the 
weapon from a dresser drawer and 
slipped, accidentally, with it in hand. 
This, they said, discharged the bullet 
into his chest. Some people made 
much more of this incident, even to 
the extent of speculating that it might 
have been a suicide attempt. But I 
knew Alan and can truly say that this 
hardly seemed likely. 

Following his recuperation from 
the bullet wound, he appeared to be 
his old self again. His warm, firm 
handshake and sincere smile again 
found its way to the hearts of Holly¬ 
wood. Maybe he had discovered life 
anew. Everyone hoped so. 

Since his hit performance in 
“Shane," Alan hadn’t had a real win¬ 
ner. Somehow producers didn’t feel 
that he would fit into the new wave of 
films sweeping the world, a wave of 
psychological melodramas instead of 
the blood-and-guts type roles that had 
won him fame and fortune. Ladd once 
said, following a series of fight 
scenes, “I guess I’ve beaten up more 
than anyone in this business." 

Finally, however, a big break came 
his way. Producer Joe Levine wasn’t 
convinced that Alan belonged on the 
bench. The prize role of the year, that 
of the rugged Nevada Smith in “The 
Carpetbaggers," went to him. Ladd 
was ecstatic, knowing his part called 
not only for his veteran-type of guts, 
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but for a dramatic performance as 
well. And he didn’t let anyone down, 
according to Levine. The controversial 
film was made last summer on the 
Paramount lot where Alan made his 
very first film, and it will be released 
this summer. 

“Alan gives a fine performance,” 
Levine said. “I’m sure it would have 
brought Hollywood back to him 
again.” But this was not to be. Follow¬ 
ing completion of filming, the same 
old bug began gnawing at the actor 
again. He became restless. Spent 
more time at the ranch or in the 
desert alone, leaving Sue to head the 
household of their Holmby Hills 
home. Some friends wondered if he 
thought he wasn't needed anymore, 
now that his children were grown. His 
son, Alan, Jr., by his first marriage, 
long ago had left the Ladd nest to 
start a career and family himself. 
Daughter Alana, now twenty, an¬ 
nounced her engagement last year to 
wealthy heir Robert Westbrook. And 
the baby of the family, David, wasn’t 
a baby anymore. David recently 
turned sixteen and announced he’s 
studying to become an architect. 

Carol Sue, Mrs. Ladd’s daughter 
by a previous marriage, always had 
been accepted as an offspring by 
Alan. Carol Sue, too, long has been 
out in the world. She’s married to film 
executive John Veitch, and Alan 
proudly called their first-born his 
“very own granddaughter.” Certainly 
a man could ask for nothing more. 
Unlike the offspring of some other 
celebrities, the Ladd children have 
never given Alan or Sue the scars of 
heartbreak. 

And for nearly twenty-two years his 
most devoted disciple has been Sue, 
the woman he met while learning the 
ways of his trade at the Pasadena 
Playhouse. Sue Ladd was everything 
a husband could want. Solid as the 
Rock of Gibraltar in her love for the 
actor. A more perfect mother you 
couldn’t find. (Continued on page 89) 


Simplicity, 

the pattern people, 

say: 



“take this out of 
the closet: 



and put this in.” 


Start sewing again . 

Great talent shouldn’t go to waste. Besides think of all you’re missing. 
Fun. Relaxation. Compliments. Self-expression. Male admiration. Female envy. 
New clothes. Lots of clothes. One-of-a-kind-clothes. 

Come on. Pick up a Simplicity pattern (this one is 5346). Pick up some 
terrific fabric. Pick up that machine. And let yourself sew. 

the pattern people 
200 Madison Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 
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You can do this 
every day... 



or you can 
relax-and use 



Some girls try to prove that grandma knew 
best. They wrap their hair in hot towels and 
olive oil, or use old-fashioned greasy smears. 
Other girls take it easy and get even better 
results. These cool ones use Pomatex. 
POMATEX DOES ALL 

Pomatex is a great new hair dressing discov¬ 
ery that grooms, conditions and glamorizes 
all in one. So simple! Pomatex is non-greasy 
and designed specifically to make your hair 
a shining example (the easy way). 

CORRECTS DRYNESS 

Dry hair is lifeless, dull, hard to manage. So 
...just rub some Pomatex into your hair with 
each shampoo. Pomatex goes right down to 
the roots, where new hair is born, to correct 
dryness and bring back healthy life and silky 
softness. 

ADDS LUSTRE, HOLDS SET 

A wee bit of Pomatex, used every morning, 
gives your hair sheen and color brilliance. 
Pomatex keeps hair well groomed and under 
control without stiffness or stickiness. It's the 
modern way to beautiful hair! 


Get Pomatex at your favorite cosmetic 
counter, or send 25£ (to cover cost of 
handling) for a free introductory jar. 
Pomatex Co., Inc. IE 

230 East 44 Street 
New York, N.Y. 10017 

NAME_ 

P STREET_ 

CITY_STATE_ 


Continued from page 17 

Broadway musical comedy femmedian, who 
became a star choreographer. Carol’s last 
big hit, if memory serves me well, was 
“Pajama Game.” This was the triffic hit 
she had to leave because of illness — which 
gave a nobody a chance to pinch-hit. That 
lucky and very talented darling was Shirley 
MacLaine. 

But to get back to our hero. Van John¬ 
son also took on such talents as Lyn 
Duddy and Jerry Bresler to help build his 
current one-man show. Despite the pall 
that hung over Texas (since November 
22nd, 1963), Van did such a big business 
at Houston’s Cork Club, the proprietors 
urged him to play a return date there this 
spring at a hefty raise in wages. 

Van, who started his career as a chorus 
boy in a Broadway musical, about 20 
years ago (you say 25?) spurned an offer 
from New York’s famed Theater Guild. 
They wanted him to star on Broadway in 
a play titled “The Child Buyers.” He pre¬ 
fers playing the Night People Circuit 
where they know a star song-and-dance- 
man when they see one. Unlike most night 
club stars, Van performs alone (no singers 
or hoofers) during his 50-minute stand up 
standout. 

* 

Parents of teen-age movie fans ask why 
Hollywood has made so many pictures 
“glorifying” the prostitute. “Irma La 
Douce” and “Susie Wong” to mention two 
cinema hits. 

Hollywood’s Joe Hyams dealt with the 
subject and quoted the logic of directors 
Billy Wilder and Richard Quine. 

Wilder said that the Lewdy-of-the-Eve¬ 
ning (in movies) is accepted almost every¬ 
where in the world. Quine’s quote: “A 
film about a Prostitute with a Heart of 
Gold is infallible. There is no way you 
can go wrong with the character, no mat¬ 
ter how you write it.” 

One of the very best films with that 
theme (after its Broadway stage smash) 
was “Rain” starring Jeanne Eagels in 
the very long ago. The final scenes of such 
dramas invariably show the sinful hero¬ 
ine’s redemption. 

* 

From a movie col’m: “Mary Martin had 
a backstage birthday party at ‘Jennie.’ 
(Editor’s Note: This B’way show closed 
after a brief run.) The girl who flew thru 
the air as Peter Pan and is always so 
active on stage didn’t have enough breath 
to blow out all the candles.” 

Sheila, take the stand: When you cele¬ 
brated your last birthday, could you blow 
out all the candles? (End of Hahaha!) 

4ctress Yvette Mimieux, who is also 


described as a delightful sextress, got into 
print with: “I do know I love being a 
woman. I appreciate my femininity.” Yes, 
dolls are dollightful, without them there 
would be no boys. 

Debbie Reynolds would have you be¬ 
lieve: “Many Hollywood marriages started 
slipping from the moment of the first 
gossip item.” Now justaminit! Newspapers 
and magazines do not destroy marriage. 
They merely report their destruction. 

Said Red Skelton: “The doctors said 
I needed some rest. But how can I? Today 
I’ll be signing the payroll for my studio. 
It comes close to $60,000 per week. So 
you see I’ve got to keep working.” First 
you slave for success. Then success makes 
you a slave. 

Sighed Judy Garland: “It’s not that I 
am cynical, discouraged or tired. But I’ve 
discovered that part of the wonderful rich¬ 
ness of the world is in its imperfections.” 
Life, Judy, is an imperfect art. Perfection 
is a dead masterpiece. 

Then there’s Doris Day’s girlosophy: “I 
play happy, clean parts. Decency on the 
screen is very important to me. I’m really 
not with some of the downbeat pictures 
being made these days.” There should be 
a happy medium between prudery and 
pornography. While artistry can be sinful 
—sin is not always art. 

Jayne Mansfield’s confession: “A wom¬ 
an’s greatest lure is her beauty.” A 
woman’s greatest lure is a man’s imagina¬ 
tion. 

Frankee’s quote, when asked if he gave 
his son any tips on girl-conquests: “I’ve 
never met a man in my life who could 
give another man advice about women.” 
Quiteso, quiteso. Never advise. Never 
analyze. Just enjoi-oi-oi. 

Ann-Margret’s admission: “I have no 
objection to a studio telling me who to 
date. I could always have someone else on 
the side.” Duzzenevvybody? 

* 

Broadway has two new funny shows that 
satisfy even playgoers who pay almost 
$10 per pew to sit in the last row. If the 
show is a big hit, New York box offices 
charge the same fee for the last row (in 
the orchestra) as Row A. 

“Barefoot in the Park,” starring Eliza¬ 
beth Ashley (she also is No. 1 Girl in 
the film “The Carpetbaggers”), has been 
saluted on these pages many times. “Bare¬ 
foot” is a sellout. 

The other new click is “Nobody Loves 
An Albatross.” It stars Robert Preston, 
one of the profession’s few Big-Timers. 
Constance Ford of the Hollywoods is an 
outstanding player in it. “Albatross” is 
not as expert, perhaps, as “Once In A 
Lifetime” (which dissected and kidded the 
movie industry years ago), but it keeps 
you in stitches a lot of the time scalping 
some of television’s talented off-stage heels. 
Especially the anything-for-a-buck crowd 
in the background. 

One of the loudest laughs explodes when 
a girl-stealer character and his very young 
female child are alone in his office. A 
woman who knows his talent for lies and 
ladies, walks in on them. She gives him 
a look-that-could-kill and mutters: “I hope 
she’s your daughter!” —The End 

Walter Winchell narrates the reruns of 
the television series, “The Untouchables.” 

















“WHY IS 

MOMMY WHITE?” 

continued 


Sammy Davis, Jr., and I had been discuss¬ 
ing the special and formidable problems 
which his children, Mark and Tracy, will 
have to face as they grow older; they are 
Jewish; Mark is an adopted child; their 
dad’s in show business and must often be 
away from home, separated from them. And 
their mother is white, while their father 
is a Negro. To personalize and dramatize 
the last of these problems, I threw Sammy 
a fast curve: “What’s going to happen a 
few years from now when Mark comes home 
from school one afternoon and asks you, 
‘Daddy, why is Mommy white?’ ” 

Sammy smiled and said, “Sure he’ll ask. 
I. wish that was the toughest question 
he’ll ever ask me. He can see already— 
and Tracy can see it, too—that May is 
white and I’m black, so that’s no shock. 
As to why she’s white—there is only one 
answer, and any child can understand it: 
God made her white just as He made me 
black. That’s what I’ll tell Mark. Once 
May told a reporter—just after she gave 
birth to Tracy—‘God must approve of our 
love or he wouldn’t have given us such a 
beautiful baby.’ That’s my feeling exactly. 
And remember, He also gave us Mark.” 

“Okay,” I agreed. “But what if Mark 
asks you, ‘Why aren’t other people like 
us? They’re all white or all black, but not 
mixed. And how come you married Mom¬ 
my?' What’ll you say?” 

“Four words’ll do it,” Sammy replied. 
“ ‘We fell in love!’ ” 

“A kind of simplified version of a state¬ 
ment you made a few days before the 
wedding,” I reminded him. 

Again Sammy smiled as we both remem¬ 
bered the way he expressed himself then to 
a persistent reporter: “I am not marrying 




“May and I know” says Sammy , “that little Mark will ask us that question 

one of these days. And when he does, our answer is ready. IVs an answer 

« 

any child can understand because it is filled with love—and with truth” 


May Britt because she is white. I am marry¬ 
ing May because she has more courage, 
more dignity, more understanding than any 
woman I have ever known. We are to be 
husband and wife because we love each 
other. . . . May is my happiness and my 
hope on earth.” 

Now Sammy added, “Not only will I tell 
Tracy and Mark, ‘We fell in love,’ but 
I'll also be able to ask them a question 
and know the answer in advance: ‘Do you 
know any parents on our block who love 
each other more than we do?' ” 

“But what if Mark comes home and tells 
you the kids just called him a . . . a . . 

“A nigger.” Sammy supplied the word 
gently. I was grateful to him. 

“Yes,” I said, “What’ll you do?'” 

Sammy wasn’t smiling now. “I don’t 
know what I'd do. Exactly. That’s some¬ 
thing I'll only know when I come to it.” 
He clenched one fist and then let his hand 
open slowly. “They’ll be hurt. I know it. 
Tracy will get her nose skinned and Mark 
—he’ll have his share of black eyes. But 
when the time comes and they’re hurt with 
fists or words, God sometimes gives a par¬ 
ent the wisdom—I might find the wisdom 
and come up with the right answer. 

“Every Negro child will someday or other 
be called a nigger. Just as an Italian will 
be called a wop or dago, a Jew will be 
called a kike, a Spaniard a spick, a Pole 
a polack, a Hungarian a hunky, and so 
on down the line. Maybe it's part of our 
heritage. And if by some miracle Mark 
isn’t called a nigger, it will be because 
other parents—not May and me—will make 
sure that such a word never comes out of 
their children’s mouths. 

“But even well-intentioned parents can’t 


ride herd on their kids all the time. Like 
recently I was at a friend's house—a 
cat I’ve known for years, a nice guy— 
and we were just sitting down to dinner 
when his young son walks in, looks at 
me and says, ‘Daddy, is that a nigger?’ 
Well, his father yelled to me, ‘I never 
said that word!’ and the kid's mother 
was hysterical, and the boy just stood 
there, not knowing what the commotion 
was about. The point is that he’d gotten 
the word, the poison, someplace else and 
he didn’t even know it was lethal. The 
whole thing bothered his parents more 
than it bothered me.” 

“But the first time,” I said, “the very 
first time Mark hears the word ‘nigger’ 
and knows its something mean and bad— 
that will be an awful day for him—and 
for May and you. . . .” 

“And I won't have any magic explana¬ 
tion,” Sammy said. “It'll have to happen 
along the way—the building up of an anti¬ 
dote to that kind of poison. Not overnight, 
but in slow, steady stages along the way. 
After all, both kids aren't even five yet. 

“May and I can’t solve the problem of 
bigotry. But what we can do is to try to 
bring them up with understanding and 
patience. We have extras going for us— 
they’ll be able to go to good schools; 
they’ll see love all around them in their 
own house; they’ll have security in the 
religious faith that we've chosen. 

“We trust in God. Both my wife and I 
decided long before Tracy was bom that 
we’d raise our children in the Jewish 
faith. It’s my faith; it’s May's faith, al¬ 
though I never asked her to convert—it 
was all her idea. When Friday night comes, 
whether I’m there (Continued on page IS) 



Dick Chamberlain has known Yvette Mitnieux for three years , but didnt date her until they did a television program together. 


Is 

Dick 
Chamberlain 
dating 
a married 
woman? 
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Though his pals are all for the new romance, they're worried about a small item:-Isn't luscious Yvette married to someone else? 



The scene was the Shrine Audi¬ 
torium, a cavernous mosque in a 
run-down neighborhood south of 
downtown Los Angeles. It was al¬ 
most curtain time of an exciting 
cultural event. The great Joan 
Sutherland was appearing with 
the San Francisco Opera in Bel¬ 
lini's “La Somnambula.” While 
the opera was no great popular 
favorite, the appearance any¬ 
where of the Australian soprano 
meant capacity audiences. As the 
well-dressed crowd pushed to¬ 
ward the entrances, a young cou¬ 
ple walked through the massive 
arches and tried to assume the 
anonymity of the throng. It was 
not easy for the young man, since 
his is one of the most famous 
faces in America. “Hey, look— 
it’s ‘Dr. Kildare,’ " a coed from 
nearby University of Southern 
California remarked to her date. 
“Yeah?” answered the bored 
young man. “Who’s the dish with 
him?” The college girl couldn’t 
identify the willowy blond beau¬ 
ty who clutched the arm of 
Richard Chamberlain. The throng 
continued pressing into the lobby 
and then into the huge audito¬ 
rium, where the lights were dim¬ 
ming for (Continued on page 86) 














AN EXTRAORDINARY INTERVIEW WITH SHARON FARRELL 



VINCE and SHARON 
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the 1 d 

last 

Promise 

Jackie made 
to Jack 

and the pledge that she has 
made for her children’s sake 


★ 

Caroline had left for school a little while 
earlier. Jacqueline Kennedy was alone in the 
library of her new Georgetown house, seated 
at a lovely old Federalist desk, reading the 
mail. When suddenly the door burst open and 
in zoomed three-year-old John-John. As 
usual, and to quote Newsweek editor Edward 
Kosner, an old friend of the Kennedys, “this 
bubbling delight raced around at a cruising 
speed of ten knots and a permanent list of 
twenty degrees.” In his hand he held a windup 
model of a toy jet. (Continued on page 42) 

★ 









Jackie stopped what she was do¬ 
ing and, smiling, she watched 
her energetic son. 

“Mommy?” the boy said, sud¬ 
denly breaking into her silence. 

“Yes?” she answered. 

“Daddy gave me this air-a- 
plane ... a lonnnnng time ago,” 
the boy announced. 

He continued to sputter 
around the room as Jackie 
nodded, smiling less now. 

“Mommy?” 

“Yes?” 

“Do you know,” John-John 
asked, “—that Daddy’s in heav¬ 
en—still—for a lonnnnng time 
—always and always?” 

And again Jackie nodded. 
And, difficult as it was for her, 
she kept her smile. And she said, 
“Yes...Yes, I know. In heaven.” 

Whereupon the boy added, a 
note of awe in his voice, “And 
with God!” And he turned then, 
airplane still held high, and 
zoomed out of the room, leaving 
his mother alone again. 

She sat now, the letters she 
had been reading temporarily 
put aside. And she thought now, 
happily, “He is not forgetting 
him. He is not forgetting him. 
And, dear Lord, give me 
strength, he never will!” 

Oh yes, she knew, in time the 
so-called little things would van¬ 
ish from the boy’s mind and 
memory. The feel of his daddy’s 
hand in his, as they walked to¬ 
gether every night at seven 
o’clock towards Miss Shaw, the 
children’s nurse, who stood 




waiting to put John-John to bed. 
The sound of his daddy’s hearty 
laugh as they clung to one an¬ 
other and played up-and-down 
in the big swimming pool, down 
in the basement of the big white 
house where they used to live. 
The special and very loving 
look in his daddy’s eyes when he 
would return from a big trip 
somewhere, as he hopped off his 
helicopter or down the ramp of 
his plane; and, while shaking 
hands with all those big tall 
people he was forever shaking 
hands with, would turn—always 
—even if only for a moment— 
and sneak a wink at the little 
boy who stood waiting for him 
at the end of the long line. 

Material memories would go, 
too—in time, Jackie knew. The 
toy plane would have a wing 
smashed one day and be dis¬ 
carded. The copy of “The Little 
Lost Kitten,” John-John’s favor¬ 
ite book which his daddy had 
given him last summer, already 
falling apart, would be in com¬ 
plete shreds come a month or 
two. The PT-boat tie-clasp that 
John-John was promised he 
could wear when he was six, and 
meanwhile insisted on keeping 
in his pirate’s treasure chest, 
would undoubtedly be soon mis¬ 
placed. The special glass for or¬ 
ange juice—which always sat on 
the shelf next to his daddy’s— 
would break somehow, as or¬ 
ange juice glasses often do. 

And so as the boy grew, so 
too the (Continued on page 92) 



Its a new life for Caroline and John-John . 
Now they play in the park opposite their 
Georgetown home, or browse through the 
toy department of a store. But wherever they 
are, as in days of old, they're under the watch¬ 
ful eye of Jackie or a Secret Service man. 
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SOPHIA LOREN: 


I love America 
and England, too-but 

I am Italian. 

My country is Italy, 

I could never leave it. 

Whatever happens, 

I can not change. 

Was ever a woman faced with 
such a problem- 
having to choose between 

MY COUNTRY OR MY CHILD ? 


For Sophia’s decision, turn the page 
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continued 


EDITORS NOTE: Sophia 
Loren spoke those touching words 
on the preceding page in an 
exclusive interview with Photo¬ 
play a few months ago. In that 
interview, she expressed her hopes 
and fears about having a baby, 
and revealed the unique and tre¬ 
mendous decision a pregnancy 
would force her to make. Now 
in view of husband Carlo Ponti’s 
announcement to our photo¬ 
grapher that Sophia is pregnant, 
plus the report that he will seek 
French citizenship so he can 
legally marry her in France, 
Sophia’s story is more touching 
and newsworthy than ever. 


The black Citroen scudded 
along the crowded road to 
Rome. In the back, beside me, 
sat Sophia Loren. She was 
dressed entirely in black, her 
favorite color: black jumper, 
black skirt and black shoes. 
She even sported an attractive 
and fashionable black wig. 

She wore no jewelry—not 
even a wedding ring, for ac¬ 
cording to Italian law she is 
not married. But she needs 
no adornment, Miss Loren. She 
is a real woman, not a decora¬ 
tive doll. A sturdy wayside 
poppy in an industry devoted 
to forced roses—that’s Sophia. 

I had flown to Rome to seek 
the answer to two questions: 
Was it true that she was con¬ 
sidering ( Continued on page 91) 







Our photographer, Romano 
Pizzigoni, enclosed this note to 
us with these pictures, saying, 
in effect, that he had asked 
Carlo Ponti only one question: 
“ ‘Can you tell me if your wife 
is pregnant V He slapped me 
on the back, smiled, and after 
taking Sophia by the arm, an¬ 
swered, ‘Yes, this time you 
may say so/ ” So we say so. 
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‘Sister Smile /' as the Singing Nun is nicknamed, has in turn nicknamed her secondhand Spanish guitar “Sister A dele/ 
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A few years ago, two nuns in black- 
and-white habits entered the front 
door of the Philips recording com¬ 
pany in Brussels, Belgium; glided 
quietly by displays of light bulbs, 
phonographs and records, and shyly 
approached a door marked “Studio.” 

The door itself seemed to vibrate 
with the wild sound of hot jazz com¬ 
ing from within. The nuns halted in 
bewilderment. Then the older one, 
the mistress of novices at Fichermont 
Convent, took a deep breath and 
pushed the (Continued on page 82) 



It was for the pleasure of teenage girls who came to the re¬ 
treats at Fichermont Convent that Sister Luc-Gabrielle com¬ 
posed and sang the now-famous “Dominique.” But the nuns 
also delight in gathering round and listening to her songs. 



After a songfest, the nuns file out. “Sister Smile’s” songs have earned millions for religious orders and missions. 
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YVHERE KIM NOVAK 
HIDES FROM LOVE 


and why it is impossible for 
any man to take her from her ivory tower 



Kim Novak stood 
still and silent, 
before the long 
mirror in her big, 
fifth-floor London 
apartment, smiling to herself. The little 
Irish seamstress by her side nodded with 
satisfaction. "It’s beautiful,” she said. "You 

look lovely.” And Kim did look lovely. Most 
women do—in a white wedding dress. It was 
a white, high-necked, ballet-length dress, 
embroidered all over with small forget-me- 
nots. The seamstress was makingit from Kim’s 
own design—while the film "Of Human Bond¬ 
age” was still being shot outside Dublin. Now 
Kim had brought her 
over to London to finish 
it. Her marriage to 
London writer Roderick 
Mann was less than two 
weeks away. Kim sighed as she put down the 
nosegay of wild flowers that had been spe¬ 
cially made up for her by Constance Spry, 
the Queen’s florist. (Continued on page 98 ) 



RODERICK MANN 
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TAKE 

COURAGE 







TAKE 

COURAGE 


TAKE 

COURAGE 


TAKE 

COURAGE 










how 
long 
can 
Burton 
hold Liz— 


his 



too? 


Ten quotations, statements and 
actions at different times and 
places, all of them adding up 
to a pattern of self-destruction: 

BEFORE THE ROMAN SCAN¬ 
DALS: Richard Burton says, “If 
anything happens to Sybil and 
the kids, I’ll become an absolute 
alcoholic. I’ll go to pieces com¬ 
pletely... completely.” 

JUNE 6, 1963: Jerry Tallmer 
writes: “There is one symptom: 
Burton is drinking more than 
ever before in his life. ‘He is 
under unbelievable tension,’ 
said a returned veteran of the 
Nile campaign. ‘In that hotel 
room in London, each now, I 
believe, wanting to be out of it, 
but each also wanting to be the 
rejected one...The whole thing 
is a fantastic study in masoch¬ 
ism. And the greatest masoch¬ 
ists of all are Elizabeth and 
Richard because they are deter¬ 
mined not to salvage anything.” 


DECEMBER, 1963: Doug 
Brewer recalls Burton’s actions 
during the filming of “The 
V.I.P.s”: “Normally merely a 
‘good drinker,’...he was now 
beginning to belt down the 
booze too fast and often.” 

APRIL 26, 1963: “Cleo’’ 
writer-director Joe Mankiewicz 
is quoted as saying: “Show a 
Welshman one thousand exits, 
one of which is marked self- 
destruction, and he will go right 
through that door." 

AUGUST, 1963: Actor Stan¬ 
ley Baker, Burton’s old friend, 
says flatly: “Elizabeth Taylor 
and Burton are destroying each 
other.” He said it as a sad truth, 
not criticizing. 

DECEMBER 20, 1963: Rich¬ 
ard Burton, confronted by Liz 
after he’s been out drinking in 
Puerto Vallarta with writer Budd 
Schulberg, snaps at her, “If you 
don’t watch out, I’ll marry him.” 
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Burton, making a statement 
without a drink in his hand, 
says: “We do not any longer ex¬ 
pect Miss Taylor's divorce to 
come through quickly, and I 
imagine it will be about six 
months before we can get mar¬ 
ried.” (Continued on page 101) 


Sheilah Graham asserts: "I have 
the feeling that Richard Burton 
is a reluctant bridegroom. He 
did not want a divorce from his 
wife, no matter what Liz Taylor 
says. Of course, he didn’t want 
to give up Elizabeth, either. I 
believe he is a very depressed 
and unhappy man...” 

JANUARY, 1964: Elizabeth 


Taylor, watching Burton as he 
was drinking, digs: “I’ve been 
sitting here for half an hour, just 
waiting for you to say hello to 
me once, you boozed-up, 
burned-out Welshman.” 

JANUARY 13, 1964: Richard 









Patty Duke’s talent grows faster than she does. 
At seventeen, still a tiny girl, she has achieved 
success on stage and screen, won an Oscar for 
her great role in “The Miracle Worker,” and is 
still friends with the kids on her block in Queens, 
N.Y. If that isn’t talented enough, her TV series, 
“The Patty Duke Show,” is hailed as one of the 
few highly successful entries of the season. Not 
bad for a girl who used to say “dese, dose and dem.” 

PINUP #17 
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THE WONDERFUL LOVE STORY OF 
GARY CLARKE & PAT WOODELL 


Even before Gary Clarke gave nineteen-year-old Pat 
Woodell her engagement ring at Christmas, he said of 
her: “Did you ever feel like you had your own person 


—your own human being? This is the way I feel about 
Pat. And it’s a funny feeling, you know? You look at 
a person and you think, ‘Hey, you’re mine! I own you!’ 
Not own like—not materialistically, but . . . but ten¬ 
derly. Protectively. And ever so surely—for keeps.” 

And Pat said of Gary: “It’s like—like Gary’s mine 
and I’m his. Completely. That’s a pretty wonderful 





thing, you know—to own a human being. To own a body 
and a mind and a spirit. The way I feel, no person is 
whole. I know I wasn't. You're only half a person until 
you find someone to make you complete. With Gary 
I'm a whole person now—and it's beautiful." 

That’s the way it f s been for both of them since the 
first date. Instant togetherness. And now, they've even 


got a tentative date set for their marriage—June 26. 
Getting together, however, was something else. Theirs 
is a tender, dramatic love story backgrounded by the 
frenzied tempo and pressures of two television series. 
Gary co-stars in "The Virginian," and auburn-haired 
Pat is the whistle-stopper, Bobby Jo, in "Petticoat 
Junction." And they are so (Continued on page 105) 










CAROL LYNLEY’S OWN STORY: 


“My baby 
taught me 
what 

my husband 
couldn’t— 
WHAT LOVE 
IS LIKE...” 


“I don't really know what love is 
like,” Carol Lynley admitted wist¬ 
fully. “Because I've never found 
it, except for my baby . . Her 
baby, Jill Victoria Selsman. 

How ironic that Carol, whose 
husband had accused her of be¬ 
ing an unfit mother, had found 
her only experience of love in 
motherhood! Young, beautiful, in¬ 
finitely desirable, the last thing 
you’d think of Carol is that she’d 
have trouble finding love. What 
went wrong? Where has he been 
hiding all these years—the man 
who should have shown her what 
love really is? Carol doesn't have 
the answer. Not that men haven't 
let her (Continued on page 87) 
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HOW TO GET TO 

FIRST 

BASE 


No wonder Annette Funicello’s 
up in the air. She’s scored a big 
hit in this scaled-down ward¬ 
robe of Simplicity patterns. All 
of these outfits are color-coordi¬ 
nated in black, white and sizzle 
green to mix and match for a 
variety of looks. What makes 
them especially exciting? Simply 
the fact that they’re designed 
for big girls with perfectly pro¬ 
portioned, but petite, figures 
. . . in a word, dolls! (Note: 
They’re the kind that big, strong 
men always love! And Don Ed¬ 
wards, Joey Walsh, Harvey Lam- 
beck, Marc Cavell, Michael 
Dante and Bobbie Payne agree. 
They're all members of various 
Hollywood amateur baseball 
teams who really know their way 
around the Los Angeles’ Dodg¬ 
ers Stadium.) What’s even 
more timely about these clothes, 
you can sew them yourself right 
now in time for spring. Want to 
get to first base? Turn the page. 
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HOW TO GET TO 

FIRST 

BASE 

continued 
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1. Get the feeling that you’ve 
seen this dress somewhere 
before? You're right! Annette 
wears the same sizzle green 
sheath and white blouse 
with her baseball pals on 
the preceding pages. Her 
blouse is a soft jersey top 
with a turtleneck (Simplic¬ 
ity pattern 5377, Junior 
Pe- (Continued on page 66) 











“Feather Test” proves the remarkable 
neatness of new Ban Cream—it’s a full-strength 
cream deodorant with no cream mess 



Make the amazing “Feather 
Test.” Rub a dab of gentle, pink 
Ban Cream onto the palm of your 
hand. Notice how quickly and 
easily it disappears on your skin. 



Press a feather onto the spot 
where you rubbed in Ban Cream. 
You can’t feel any greasiness. 
That’s because new Ban is as 
messless as vanishing cream. 



One puff proves Ban Cream 
leaves no stickiness. Raise your 
hand to your lips. Blow! The 
feather floats right off. Proof that 
new Ban Cream is not sticky! 



Two ways to take the worry out 
of being close: Ban Roll-on and 
Ban Cream. Both help keep you 
dry. Both stop odor for 24 hours. 
Choose either Ban confidently. 













Wonderful things happen... 


. . . when you wear Solitair, the makeup that's custom- 
blended to give your complexion a smooth, SUPER-natural finish. 

Solitair is especially recommended for skins that tend towards oiliness. 
Expertly formulated to provide light, yet effective coverage, Solitair helps 
absorb the excess oils your skin produces without turning orangey. And 
Solitair never looks artificial, never masks or dulls your complexion. Instead, 
its built-in staying power keeps your complexion looking dewy fresh hours 
longer than you ever dreamed possible, actually lets you forget enlarged 
pores, blemishes and lines. 


To apply Solitair, moisten the applicator sponge (now packaged for 
your convenience right along with the Solitair compact) and stroke the 
makeup evenly over your face and throat. So switch to Solitair today .. . and 
let him discover new excitement in your looks tonight! 



... with Campana §0&icuJl 


. . . the 
cake makeup 
especially 
recommended 
for oily skin 


In six flattering shades ... at all 

variety stores and leading drug stores 


HOW TO GET TO 

FIRST 

BASE 

continued 


tites’ sizes 5 to 13, 650). 
Green rayon by Crown Fab¬ 
rics. Carletex antron dou¬ 
bleknit. Coro gold chain 
caught by an Elegant key. 

2. Even sizzle green can't 
keep a girl warm when 
March winds blow, so cov¬ 
er up with a black and 
white checked coat. (Sim¬ 
plicity pattern 5367, Jun¬ 
ior Petites’ sizes 5 to 13, 
650.) Carletex wool check. 

3. Annette, who scores in 
AlP’s ‘‘Muscle Beach Par¬ 
ty,” scores again in this 
princess dress that slow 
curves from bosom to hem; 
sleeves stop short, a bow 
catches the neckline. (Sim¬ 
plicity pattern 5310, Junior 
Petites’ sizes 5 to 13, 
650.) Silk shantung, Stehli. 

4. When is the checked 
coat not a coat? When she 
wears it as a dress. For a 
change, try a narrow belt. 

5. Making a fresh pitch 
towards spring—Annette 
chooses this pretty outfit, 
also from Simplicity pat¬ 
tern 5367. The long- 
sleeved sliver in printed 
silk is topped with a no¬ 
sleeve coat in white wool. 
Circlet scarf is in matching 
silk. (Simplicity pattern 
5227, 500.) The green and 
white print by American 
Silk; the wool by Milliken. 

6. Another way to wear the 
white coat—over a sleeve¬ 
less dress. Here, the 
sheath is a dark version of 
the sizzle green jumper 
from pattern 5377. The 
fabric, cotton and silk by 
M and W Thomas, is black 
plaided with white. Gloves 
by Wear Right. For more 
information see page 108. 
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I love the comfort of Lovable’s “Love-That-Stretch”! 



So I bought this one 

(regular bandeau, $2 ) 


and this one 

(stretch lace, $2.95) 


and this one 

(long-line, $3.95) 


New improved stretch straps! Now, Lovable makes the most sensational 
bra idea in history better than ever! No yellowing, no curling, no run¬ 
ning...and they last and last! ¥ It’s “Love-That-Stretch,” with extra 
wide stretch straps that you can place wherever you wish... from regular 
to wide to off-the-shoulder loveliness. And they stay put comfortably! 






for the girl who knows value by heart 


WHAT MAKES A WOMAN LOVABLE? FINO OUT AT THE LOVABLE EXHIBIT, BETTER LIVING BUILDING, NEW YORK WORLD'S FAIR/THE LOVABLE COMPANY, NEW YORK 16, LOS ANGELES 16, TORONTO 28. 
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IT WILL BE...IT MUST BE...IT HAS TO BE A BOY! 







Jimmy Darren 

continued 




Now that he has Christian (left) and Anthony (above), Jim¬ 
my Darren is a very happy man. Relaxed and smiling, he 
says, “It’s incredible — I’m so lucky to have this family.” 



At home with Evy and the boys, Jimmy forgets the battles 
he still has to fight to reach the top in his career. Once home 
was a battlefield, too—but things are very different now . 
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two blocks to the hospital. Once 
inside, they wandered, lost, through 
the corridors for ten minutes be¬ 
fore someone directed them to the 
maternity floor. In the elevator he 
asked, “Worried, Hon?” She shook 
her head. "Not too much, Jimmy.” 
He reached for her hand. They have 
never said too much to each other. 
They are both quiet people, in¬ 
clined to moodiness. When their 
marriage survived a three-week 
trial separation a year ago, it was 
not because they “talked out" 
their difficulties. They just realized 
that it was hopeless for them to 
ever try to live apart. 

At the labor room door, the 
doctor bet them a Coke the baby 
would be a girl. His X-rays had in¬ 
dicated a girl, he said. Then he 
sent Jimmy home “because it will 
take three or four hours for labor 
to start”; and the door of the 
labor room closed behind Evy. 
There are (Continued on page 90) 




The right number of 
CHILDREN 
MAKE THE 
HAPPIEST 
FAMILIES 




e 

M 


*d. * 




"the right number of children” 
is as many as you can individually 
love, guide, support — educate. 


Over 80 family planning associations, each with its own Medical 
Committee, now recommend EMKO FOAM for mothers who plan 
the number and spacing of their children. From thousands of 
doctors in private practice who favor EMKO FOAM, come reports 
of its effectiveness. One report, for example, is based on use by 
102 patients. Their opinion, in general, after 1,011 months of 
experience, was that EMKO FOAM was the best product they 
had ever used. 

This message is sponsored by EMKO FOAM, the aerosol product pleasant and easy 
to use by itself. No other product is needed. A clinical study by a leading University 
School of Medicine states that EMKO FOAM produces no side effects of any kind. 
It is completely safe. Women appreciate its daintiness and privacy. There’s never 
a sign it has been used. 



Available at drug stores without prescription 


The EMKO Company, Professional Service Dept., ME-4, 7912 Manchester Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 63143 
Please send me the free EMKO FOAM Booklet. □ 

I was married-(date) My age is_(yrs.) 


MRS__ 

ADDRESS_CITY_STATE_ZIP CODE. 
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Slice it or dice it, fry it or bake it—any way 
you make it, chicken is divine. Here are 
six easy-to-make recipes that show how to 
have Sunday eating every day of the week 


hicken makes the meal 


OVEN CHIP CHICKEN 

Makes 4-5 servings 
Wash, dry and cut in pieces: 

1 (2Y 2 -3 lb.) chicken 

Set aside. 

Combine: 

1 package (4 oz.) potato chips, 
crushed 

Va teaspoon garlic salt 
Va teaspoon pepper 

Mix well. 

Set aside. 

Dip chicken pieces in: 

x /3 cup melted butter or 
margarine 

Coat each piece well. Roll in pota¬ 
to chip mixture. Arrange, skin side 
up, in a greased, shallow baking 
dish. Bake, uncovered, at 350°F. for 
1 hour, or until chicken is golden 
brown and tender. 

CHICKEN CUTLETS 

Makes 6 cutlets 

Combine in a heavy saucepan: 

% cup rice 
iy 3 cups cold water 

1 teaspoon salt 

Bring to a boil over high heat. Re¬ 
duce heat. Stir once with a fork. 
Cover and simmer for 14 minutes. 
Remove from heat. 

Add: 

2 cups finely diced cooked 

chicken 

1 tablespoon minced onion 
Va teaspoon celery salt 

1 teaspoon lemon juice 
Salt to taste 
Pepper to taste 

2 egg yolks, beaten 

Mix well. Shape into 6 balls. Chill. 
Press balls firmly and shape into 
cutlets. 

Dip cutlets in a mixture of: 

2 egg whites, slightly beaten 
2 tablespoons water 

Coat with: 

1 cup fine cracker crumbs 

Chill for 30 minutes. 

Heat in a skillet: 

V 2 cup shortening or oil 
Add cutlets. Fry until golden brown 
on both sides. 


BARBECUED CHICKEN 

Makes 4-6 servings 

Wash, dry and cut into pieces: 

1 (2 l / 2 -3 lb.) chicken 

Heat in a heavy skillet: 

2 tablespoons oil 

Add chicken and brown on all 
sides. Remove from skillet. Place 
in shallow baking dish. Set aside. 
Combine in a saucepan: 

3 cups tomato juice 
V 2 cup vinegar 

1 tablespoon sugar 
1 large onion, sliced 

3 tablespoons Worcestershire 

sauce 

y 2 cup ketchup 

4 teaspoons prepared mustard 

1 teaspoon pepper 

2 teaspoons salt 

Cook until it comes to a boil. Pour 
over chicken. Bake at 350°F. for 
1 hour, basting occasionally. 

ARROZ CON POLLO 

Makes 5-6 servings 
Melt in a skillet: 

Va cup shortening or chicken fat 

Add: 

1 medium onion, chopped 
Va cup chopped green pepper 

Cook over medium heat until onion 
is transparent and pepper is ten¬ 
der. Remove pepper and onion 
from skillet, then place in skillet: 

1 (2y 2 -3 lb.) chicken, cut up 

Brown well on both sides. 

Place onion, pepper and chicken 
in a deep saucepan. Add: 

Vi cup chopped pimiento 

5 large stuffed green olives, 

sliced 

1 chicken bouillon cube 

1 can (8 oz.) tomato sauce 
Va teaspoon oregano 

Va teaspoon garlic powder 
V 2 teaspoon saffron 
Mix well. Cook over low heat for 
10-12 minutes. 

Add: 

2 cups uncooked rice 

Cover and cook over medium heat, 
stirring occasionally for 1 hour, or 
until rice is tender. 


’TATER DIPPED CHICKEN 

Makes 4-5 servings 
Wash well and dry: 

1 (3-3y 2 lb.) chicken, cut up 

Combine : 

1 egg, beaten 

2 tablespoons water 

Beat until frothy. 

Dip chicken pieces in egg mixture. 
Season to taste. Roll chicken in: 

1 cup instant mashed potato 
flakes 

Melt in a shallow baking dish: 

Va cup butter or margarine 
Place chicken, skin side up, in bak¬ 
ing dish. Bake at 400°F. for 1 hour. 
Turn once. 

CHICKEN-ASPARAGUS BAKE 

Makes 3-4 servings 
Melt in a saucepan: 

1 tablespoon butter 

Remove from heat. Add: 

1 tablespoon flour 
Va teaspoon salt 
Dash pepper 

Blend until smooth. 

Gradually add, while stirring: 

1 cup evaporated milk, 

undiluted 

Cook over medium heat, stirring 
constantly, until thickened. 

Stir a little of the hot mixture into: 

2 egg yolks, beaten 

Mix well. Return to saucepan. Blend 
well. Add: 

2 tablespoons butter 

3 tablespoons lemon juice 
Mix well. Cover and keep warm 
over hot water. 

Cook according to package direc¬ 
tions : 

1 package (10 oz.) frozen 
asparagus 

Drain. Place in a shallow baking 
dish. Cover with: 

6-7 slices cooked chicken 
Sprinkle over all: 

Va cup blanched, slivered 
almonds 

Pour hot sauce evenly over chicken. 
Sprinkle with: 

Va cup grated Cheddar cheese 

Bake at 325°F. for 25 minutes. 








BANANA KUCHEN 



Photoplay's Reader-Tested Lunch Box Recipes 


CORNED BEEF DINNER 

Makes 4 servings 
Combine in a bowl: 

1 can (12 oz.) corned beef, 
mashed 

y 3 cup finely chopped onion 
l l / 2 cups cooked medium noodles 
1 cup grated American cheese 

Mix thoroughly. 

Combine: 

1 can (10 y 2 oz.) cream of 

chicken soup 
y 2 cup evaporated milk 

Mix well. Pour over corned beef 
mixture. Mix well. Spoon into a 
greased 1%-quart casserole. 
Sprinkle over all: 

y 2 cup crushed potato chips 
Bake at 425°F. for 15 minutes. 
Spoon into wide mouth vacuum 
bottle while still hot. 

From: Mrs. B. Means, S. Charles¬ 
ton, W. Va. 

PEANUT BUTTER 
HOPSCOTCH CLUSTERS 

Makes about 30 candies 
Combine in a bowl: 

2 cups miniature marshmallows 
1 can (3 oz.) chow mein 

noodles 

Set aside. 

Melt over hot (not boiling) water: 

1 package (6 oz.) butterscotch 
morsels 

Add: 

l / 2 cup peanut butter 

Stir until well blended. Remove 
from heat. Pour over marshmallow 
mixture. Mix thoroughly. Drop by 
heaping teaspoonful onto cookie 
sheets lined with waxed paper. 
Chill. 

From: Mrs. Margaret Smith, St. 
Louis, Missouri 


SPICY CHOCOLATE DRINK 

Makes about 5% cups 
Combine in a saucepan: 

2 squares (1 oz. each) 
unsweetened chocolate 
l / 2 cup sugar 

4 teaspoons instant coffee 
1 teaspoon cinnamon 
y 2 teaspoon nutmeg 
1 cup water 
Dash salt 

Cook over low heat until chocolate 
is melted. Bring to a boil. Cook 
for 4 minutes longer, stirring con¬ 
stantly. 

Gradually add: 

4 cups milk 

Blend well. Heat thoroughly over 
low heat. Remove from heat. Set 
aside. 

Beat until foamy: 

1 egg white 

Add: 

1 egg yolk 

Beat well. Pour into chocolate mix¬ 
ture. Beat with a rotary beater 
until mixture is foamy. Pour into 
vacuum bottle while still hot. 

From: Mrs. M. Polanco, N. Y., N. Y. 

MENU SUGGESTIONS 

Corned Beef Dinner 
Mixed Green Salad 
Cookies Orange 

Coffee, Tea, or Milk 

* 

Cold Cut Sandwich 
Cheese Sandwich 
Carrot and Celery Sticks 
Banana Kuchen 
Coffee, Tea, or Milk 


Makes 20 squares 
Sift together: 

iy 2 cups sifted flour 

2 teaspoons baking powder 
l / 2 teaspoon salt 

Set aside. 

Combine in a bowl: 

Vi cup butter or margarine 
3 /i cup sugar 

Beat well. 

Combine: 

Vi cup milk 

1 medium banana, sliced 
1 egg 

Mix until well blended. Add banana- 
milk mixture to butter-sugar mix¬ 
ture. Beat well. 

Add the dry ingredients gradually, 
mixing well after each addition. 
Spread batter in a greased llx7x- 
lV^-inch pan. 

Combine: 

y 3 cup firmly packed brown 
sugar 

y 3 cup chopped walnuts 
y 2 teaspoon cinnamon 

Mix well. Sprinkle over batter. 
Bake at 375°F. for 25 to 30 minutes, 
or until done. 

From: Mrs. F. Forlano, Glendale, 
Calif. 

PINEAPPLE GELATIN SALAD 

Makes 8 servings 
Combine in a bowl: 

1 package (3 oz.) lime flavored 
gelatin 

1 cup boiling water 

Stir until gelatin is completely 
dissolved. 

Add: 

1 cup cold water 

Mix well. Chill until mixture be¬ 
gins to set and is the consistency 
of egg whites. Beat with a rotary 
beater until foamy. 

Combine: 

1 package (3 oz.) cream 
cheese 

3 tablespoons cold water 

Beat until smooth and creamy. Add 
to whipped gelatin. Mix well. Add 
gelatin-cream cheese mixture to: 

y 2 pint heavy cream, whipped 

Beat until well blended. 

Fold in: 

1 cup crushed pineapple, well 
drained 

1 cup diced celery 

Chill until firm. Spoon into a wide 
mouth vacuum bottle. 

From: Rosanne Fisher, Greens¬ 
boro, Pa. 


Have you a recipe you would like to share 
with other readers? If you have, send it with 
your name and address to PHOTOPLAY 
READER RECIPES, P. O. Box 3960, Grand 
Central Station, New York 17, New York. We 
will pay $5.00 for any recipe we publish. 
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VEGETABLE MEAT CASSEROLE 


SHADOW DREAM CAKE 


BEEF PIE A LA MODE 


Makes 4-6 servings 
Melt in a heavy skillet: 

1 tablespoon shortening 

Add: 

1 pound ground beef 

1 onion, finely chopped 

Cook over medium heat until lightly 
browned, stirring with a fork to 
break up meat. Add: 

2 cans (10% oz. each) 

vegetable soup 
2 soup cans water 
l / 2 CU P rice 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Mix well. Turn into a casserole. 
Cover. Bake at 350° F. for 30 min¬ 
utes. Uncover and bake about 30 
minutes longer. 

From: Mrs. J. Schutter, Jenison, 
Mich. 

CARAMEL NUT ROLL S 

Makes 8-10 

Combine in a 10-inch ovenproof 
skillet: 

2 tablespoons butter or 
margarine 

y 2 cup firmly packed brown 
sugar 

% cup evaporated milk 

Mix well. Cook over very low heat, 
stirring constantly, until mixture 
is well blended. Remove from heat. 
Sprinkle with: 

y 3 cup chopped walnuts 
Open and separate: 

1 can (8 oz.) refrigerated 

biscuits 

Arrange over nuts, one layer deep. 
Bake at 400°F. for 15 minutes, or 
until lightly browned. Remove from 
oven. Let stand 3-4 minutes. In¬ 
vert on plate. Leave skillet over 
rolls 1 minute, then remove. 

From: Ann Moyers, O’Fallon, Ill. 

CREAM CHEESE PIE 

Makes two 8-inch pies 
Prepare: 

2 8-inch graham cracker crumb 

crusts 

Chill. 

Combine in a mixing bowl: 

2 packages (2 oz. each) 
whipped topping mix 
1 cup cold milk 

Beat with electric mixer on high 
speed until peaks form. 

Add: 

1 cup confectioners’ sugar 
Blend well. Add: 

1 package (8 oz.) cream 
cheese, softened 

Beat until smooth and creamy. Turn 
into chilled crusts. 

Spread over top of each pie: 

y 2 can (1 lb. 6 oz. size) peach 
or raspberry pie filling 

Chill until serving time. 

From: Mrs. C. F., New Middletown, 
Ohio 


Makes one 9-inch cake 
Prepare according to package di¬ 
rections : 

1 package (1 lb. 2 l / 2 oz.) white 
cake mix 

Spread evenly in two greased 9- 
inch layer cake pans. Bake accord¬ 
ing to package directions. Cool 
thoroughly. 

Split each layer in half, crosswise, 
to form two layers. 

Set aside. 

Prepare according to package di¬ 
rections : 

1 package (3 oz.) vanilla 
pudding and pie filling 

Remove from heat. 

Add: 

y 2 cup semi-sweet chocolate 
morsels 

Stir until morsels have dissolved 
and mixture is smooth. Cool thor¬ 
oughly. Spread cooled pudding mix¬ 
ture between layers. 

Set aside. 

Prepare according to package di¬ 
rections : 

1 package (14 oz.) vanilla 
frosting mix 

Spread over top and sides of cake. 
Combine in top of double boiler: 

l / 2 cup semi-sweet chocolate 
morsels 

1 tablespoon shortening 

Melt over hot water, stirring until 
smooth. Drizzle chocolate mixture 
around edge of cake, letting choc¬ 
olate run down sides. 

From: Mrs. Harry Boucher, Joliet, 
Illinois 

Note: To prevent formation of 
skin on pudding, cover with waxed 
paper while it cools. 


Makes 4-6 servings 
Combine : 

2 cans (1 lb. 8 oz. each) beef 
stew 

1 can (8 oz.) onions, drained 
1 can (1 lb.) peas, drained or 
1 y 2 cups cooked leftover 
peas 

y 2 teaspoon thyme 
y 2 teaspoon garlic salt 
% teaspoon salt 
Dash pepper 

Mix well. 

Turn into a 2-quart shallow baking 
dish. Bake uncovered at 425°F. for 
30 minutes. 

Shape a piece of foil which just fits 
top of baking dish. Place on baking 
sheet. 

Open and separate: 

1 can (8 oz.) refrigerated 
biscuits 

Pat out biscuits into strips and 
place, crisscrossed, on foil to form 
lattice topping. Fifteen minutes be¬ 
fore stew is done, place biscuit 
topping in oven. Bake 15 minutes. 
Brush with: 

1 tablespoon melted butter 
or margarine 

To serve, remove biscuit topping 
from foil and carefully place over 
stew in baking dish. 

From: Mrs. G. Lietz, Sepulveda, 
Calif. 


Have you a special tried and tested recipe 
which features a “packaged convenience" 
food as an ingredient? If you have, send it 
with your name and address to PHOTOPLAY’S 
MEALTIME MAGIC, P. O. Box 3483, Grand 
Central Station, New York 17, New York. We P 
will pay $5.00 for each recipe that we publish. 



Photoplay’s Mealtime Magic From a Package 
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Undoubtedly the most direct state¬ 
ment ever made by the husband 
of a star about his wife posing 
nude was the one by Anthony 
Steele, now the former husband 
of lushly built Anita Ekberg. 

Although Anita once said, “I 
think sex is mostly in the eyes” 
(she never made clear whether she 
meant in the beauty of a woman’s 
eyes or in the way a man’s eyes 
look at woman or just what), the 


1. Chris Holmes and 
Arlene Dahl 

2. Anita Ekberg and 
Anthony Steele 

3. Eugene McGrath and 
Connie Towers 

4. Milko Skofic and 
Gina Lollobrigida 

5. Jack Garfein and 

Carroll Baker 

6. Mickey Hargitay and 
Jayne Mansfield 

7. Eddie Fisher and 

Liz Taylor 

8. Roger Vadim and 
Catherine Deneuve 

9. Roger Vadim and 
Annette Stroyberg 

10. Roger Vadim and 
Brigitte Bardot 















incident that triggered Tony's vio¬ 
lent reaction had nothing to do with 
his wife’s eyes. His anger erupted, 
rather, because she exhibited all 
she possessed below the neck to a 
Cuban sculptor who created a head¬ 
line-making nude statue of her. 

It was when Tony ran into the ar¬ 
tist at Palm Beach that he got hot 
under the collar—and not just from 
the Florida sun. He told the sculp¬ 
tor, Sepy Dobronyi, just how he felt 


by bashing his fist into the unfor¬ 
tunate artist’s teeth. 

When PLAYBOY printed a breast- 
revealing, eyes-concealing, thigh¬ 
twinkling shot of Anita which the 
sculptor had snapped, the reason 
for Tony’s temper tantrum became 
apparent to millions of viewers. In 
its caption, PLAYBOY editors said 
coyly: ‘‘This celebrated photo . . . 
was clicked by sculptor Sepy Do¬ 
bronyi as a preparation for a busty 


rending of Anita in bronze—an ar¬ 
tistic endeavor that netted him a 
bust in the mouth from Anita’s 
spouse, Anthony Steele.” 

Although Anita had told her hus¬ 
band over and over again that Do¬ 
bronyi had modeled only her face 
from life and ad-libbed the rest, 
this one photo was more convinc¬ 
ing (and incensing) to Tony than 
a thousand of his wife's sweet ex¬ 
planatory (Continued on page 94) 
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Imagine! Here at last is a medicated 
deodorant so safe, so gentle to normal 
skin, you can use it any time, even right 
after shaving. 

That’s because New Yodora has com¬ 
bined four deodorant ingredients in a 
soothing non-irritating base. Its soothing 
action not only helps prevent razor-irri¬ 
tation, but also allows healing of nicks 
and scratches. As a result, instead of 
waiting 24 hours before using your de¬ 
odorant, New Yodora can be used right 
away with complete confidence. 

What's more, New Yodora releases ac¬ 
tive deodorant power all day, all night— 
right around the clock. You get 24 hour 
protection in a deodorant that can be 
used any time with New Yodora. Get New 
Yodora...the modern beauty cream de¬ 
odorant you can use even after shaving. 


SAMMY 

DAVIS 


Continued from page 35 

or I’m away, the candles are lit and we 
hold services. They gain strength from the 
fact they’re Jewish. When Hanukkah 
comes, we go all out to celebrate the 
holiday. 

“Tracy was named in the temple; Mark 
hasn’t been named there yet, but he will 
be, once the waiting period after his adop¬ 
tion is over.” 

“Will you tell Mark he’s an adopted 
child?” I asked. 

“Of course. He knows we love him. So 
it will be easy to tell him he’s adopted. 
Look, the key thing is to be honest. Com¬ 
pletely honest with kids. Tracy and Mark 
are used to asking questions and they’re 
used to getting straight answers. Because 
we don’t duck or fudge, they trust us. 

The truth always 

“I’m not Dr. Spock. And I’m certainly 
not Martin Luther King. But I know that 
a child can stand one-hundred per cent, 
absolute honesty, better than an adult. 
What does a kid really want to know, no 
matter what questions he asks? Does 
Daddy love me? Does Mommy love me? 
Can I get that toy? That’s it. If you’re 
honest, you have their complete confidence 
and respect. 

“So I’ll tell Mark he’s adopted. And 
I’ll tell both children they’re Jewish and 
help them to live their religion. And I’ll 
let them know their mother was a Swede, 
but that she’s now an American citizen, 
and that I’m an American Negro. 

“But what is more important, we’ll show 
them they have love; and they’ll know 
they won’t have to endure poverty. Rather 
than being strikes against them, their 
being Jewish and the children of a mixed 
marriage and Negroes—and Mark’s being 
adopted—will be strikes for them. 

“We’ll tell them: ‘There’s no need for 
you to grovel in the dirt. We’ll back you 
up. We need you.’ ” 

I said, “That certainly should help pro¬ 
tect them in the years ahead.” 

“Protect them, but not save them,” Sam¬ 
my said. “I still don’t know what I’ll do, 
what I’ll say, when Mark or Tracy comes 
home and tells me one of the other kids 
said, ‘You’re a lousy nigger’ or ‘You’re 
a dirty Jew.’ No parent can honestly say 
what he’ll do. But if adults leave kids 
alone, they’re not prejudiced. Prejudice 
is instilled by adults; it’s picked up from 
adults. Problems there’ll always be. But 
what white Protestant with lots of money 
has a guarantee against problems?” 

“Right now, though, this kind of prob¬ 
lem hasn’t hit Tracy or Mark yet?” I 
asked. 

“Thank God, no. My kids are too young. 
They go to nursery school, they’re with 
all kinds of children. I don’t want Tracy 
and Mark to live in an all-white world or 
an all-black world. 

“There are five kids in our immediate 



neighborhood. My children are as happy 
as any. They go to nursery school, they 
play, they have parties. But what really 
makes them happy is the fact that May 
and I love each other and it shows. If 
they saw disagreements and fights, then 
they’d have trouble. 

“Let me tell you something: the chil¬ 
dren of mixed marriages usually get love 
and understanding beyond the usual, be¬ 
cause the parents of such kids have had 
to realize a greater love and understand¬ 
ing in the first place.” 

“Has the press—newspapers and maga¬ 
zines—given you and May the understand¬ 
ing you want?” I asked. 

Sammy grinned and ran his hand 
through his hair. “If anything the press 
has been too good to me,” he said. “Some¬ 
how I’ve survived even though I’ve gone 
ninety per cent against the stream. And 
I’ve got a great deal of help from the press. 
Honestly, I thought they’d be against me. 
But when I announced I was going to 
marry May, the reporters and writers said, 
‘Let’s give ’em an even start for openers. 
If he steps out of line, jump on him.’ 

“Now, I know that even though they 
were being fair, a lot of guys were con¬ 
vinced that I could never make it from 
being a wild bachelor to being a married 
man. Well, recently one of these guys 
went out of his way to tell me, ‘I never 
thought it would work, but you’ve done 
it.’ ” 

“All sweetness and light from the press 
all along?” I asked. 

“No. I think one guy got a little out 
of line after Tracy was born when he asked 
me, ‘What’s the color of the baby?’ 

A rough world 


“Later, at a press conference, one re¬ 
porter threw a fast ball at me by asking, 
‘What ya gonna tell your daughter about 
mixed marriages?’ I told him the ques¬ 
tion was tough, but that it was going to 
be even tougher than that to tell her about 
the atomic bomb and to teach her to love 
in a world that seemed cruel and chaotic.” 

I looked down at my notes and then 
asked. “What about the charge that you 
and May and the kids were going to run 
away from America and become British 
citizens?” 

Sammy shook his head. “What I did 
say —that’s when ‘Golden Boy’ was sched¬ 
uled to open in London, which has been 
changed—was that I’d like to live six 
months in London and six months in the 
United States, and that I was interested 
in buying a home there. The English have 
wonderful manners. Kids say, ‘Sir,’ to an 
adult man. I thought it would be wonderful 
if Tracy and Mark learned such manners. 
But wishing that I could live six months 
in one country and six months in another 
isn’t the same as deserting one’s own 
country. May and I love America. It’s been 
good to both of us.” 

Again I checked my notes. “Along the 
same line, what about the accusation made 
against you by some people that you’re 
playing it safe on the integration issue? 
At a Los Angeles rally for Martin Luther 
King, for instance, you were quoted as 
saying, ‘This should prove once and for 
all, your leader is my leader.’ Some peo¬ 
ple interpreted that to mean that you 
were defending yourself against the charge 
that you hadn’t stood up and been counted 
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in the fight against racial discrimination.” 

Sammy laughed bitterly. “Boy, some 
people love to make a mountain out of 
a molehill. I was making a joke, but I 
guess some refused to get it. You know, 
in my act sometimes I kid around about 
my good friend Frank Sinatra and I say, 
‘Frank Sinatra is my leader.’ It’s a line 
most people who catch my shows have 
learned to expect. Well, when I said what 
1 said about Martin Luther King at the 
rally, I was kidding myself—my own line 
about Frank, but I was also telling the 
truth—that I was in the integration fight 
all the way.” 

I put my notes back into my briefcase, 
smiled and said, “Okay, the record stands 
corrected: You didn’t try to run away from 
America, Sammy, and you didn’t try to 
run out on the integration struggle.” 

No stepping out 

Sammy leaned forward. “Look, I 
couldn’t step out of my skin even if I 
wanted to, and I dont want to. Every 
guy must fight the best way he can. For 
himself, for his family, for people every¬ 
where. 

“A guy in the office typing reports ap¬ 
preciates what the guy in the front line 
is doing. He respects the frontline fighter, 
but there has to be some cat back home 
to give in another way. I like to think, for 
instance, that the $70,000 I helped raise 
at a California benefit, recently, makes it 
possible for those guys on the fighting 
line against discrimination to do the work 
that must be done.” 

I fumbled in my briefcase again and 
came up with a clipping that told how 
the Rev. Martin Luther King had been 
assaulted in Birmingham when he an¬ 
nounced from a platform there that Sam¬ 
my Davis, Jr., would give a benefit per¬ 
formance in White Plains, N. Y. for the 
Southern Christian Leadership Conference. 
I read aloud from the news clipping: The 
attacker “asserted that Dr. King stood 
for ‘race mixing,’ and denounced Mr. 
Davis for having married a white woman, 
May Britt, an actress.” 

Sammy interrupted me. “That’s what 
I mean when I say every guy must fight 
the best way he can. I’d defeat the whole 
movement if I fought in the front lines. 
I’m too vulnerable. I give the bigots too 
many weapons. They’d all say, ‘Ya see 
what happens when we don’t ride herd 
on Negroes? A colored fellow immediately 
marries a white gal.’ It would be silly 
then to answer that my marrying May 
had nothing to do with the integration 
struggle, that it’s strictly a personal matter 
between a man and a woman. They 
wouldn’t even listen to that.” 

“What about the March on Washing¬ 
ton?” I asked. “I didn’t see your pictures 
in any of the papers. I don’t know, were 
you there?” 

“I was there,” said Sammy proudly. 
“But I wasn’t part of the Hollywood con¬ 
tingent, if that’s what you mean. Don’t 
get me wrong. I believe that eighty per 
cent of the Hollywood contingent were sin¬ 
cere and honest—guys like Sidney Poitier, 
Harry Belafonte, Jimmy Garner, Burt 
Lancaster and Charlton Heston and many 
others. But where was that other twenty 
per cent ten years ago? Where did they 
come from all of a sudden—beating their 
breasts proclaiming, ‘Hey! I’m liberal?” 
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LAUGH AT THE^ 
WEATHER 
WITH AOUA NEK 
THE ALL WEATHER 
HAIR SPRAY 

Gray skies or gay skies—your hairstyle 
will stay on any kind of day. Holds hair 
softly in place. With a fabulous em¬ 
brace. Firm. But feminine. Never stiff. 
Never sticky. Try it today. Hairdressers 
love it. So will you! 


Sammy pointed to the wall of his dress¬ 
ing room on which hung a large photo¬ 
graph of Martin Luther King addressing 
the rally. “I took that picture,” he said. 
“It was a glorious day. Marvelous. Glori¬ 
ous. I flew from Detroit, where I had a 
club date, to Washington to be there, and 
then I flew back to Detroit. 

“In the middle of the whole thing I 
just had to slip away to the phone and 
call May to tell her all about it. I just 
had to share my feelings with her. I re¬ 
member telling her, ‘I’m so glad I came, 
so glad I’m here.’ For so many reasons. 
So many, many reasons. But the main one, 
I think, is that when years from now Tracy 
and Mark ask, ‘Where were you during 
the March on Washington?’ I can answer, 
‘I was there.’ ” 

I looked down at the floor and then up 
at Sammy. “I’m sorry, but I have to ask 
you this: Where were you ten years ago?” 

Sammy said, “Doing the same thing I’m 
doing now. In 1954 I was doing benefits 
for the NAACP. I’ve been a life member 
a long, long time.” 

“So you took photographs in Washing¬ 
ton instead of having pictures taken of 
you?” 

“That’s right,” Sammy replied. “I asked 
the news boys not to snap my picture and 
they didn’t. A guy from NBC-TV asked 
me to say something into the cameras. 
I said, ‘No. No publicity.’ Then the guy 
said, ‘We’d like you to be on with Roy 
Wilkins.’ I was so flattered I said yes. 
Just that one exception. So there we were, 
Mr. Wilkins and I. Not as the leader of 
the integration movement and an enter¬ 
tainer, but as two American Negroes who 
were pleased and proud and overwhelmed 
at what had happened. 

“Later, when some cats I knew asked 
me, ‘Why weren’t you there? We saw the 
pictures of other stars in the papers and 
caught them on TV during the first part 
of the Washington ceremonies. Where 
were you?’ I didn’t say a word. I knew 
I was there; May knew I was there; the 
kids will know I was there. That’s all 
that’s important.” 

For a moment we were silent, both 
looking at the pictures on Sammy’s wall. 
Of the March ... of his kids ... of 
May. Then I asked, “What happens next? 
For you and your family. What plans?” 

As Sammy answered me, he still gazed 
at the photographs. “Next for me—for us 
—is ‘Golden Boy’—on Broadway. We open 
at the Majestic in late September. I hope 
that means the whole family can be in 
New York for a couple of years. We’ve 
rented an apartment in the Sixties, off 
Fifth Avenue. I figure we can run a 
year or a year-and-a-half at least. With 
any luck, two or three years. 

Kids—all kinds of kids 


“It’ll be a sit-down period. A chance to 
see our kids grow. We’ve enrolled them 
in The Little Red Schoolhouse. There 
they’ll be exposed to kids of all colors, re¬ 
ligions and social backgrounds. That’s im¬ 
portant—that my kids will meet the chil¬ 
dren of laborers as well as those of doc¬ 
tors and lawyers. 

“This is how it should be. Worse than 
letting kids run loose is to overprotect 
them. To make everything so smooth and 
easy that they’ll crack when the first little 
problem comes their way. Parents who 
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A Marriage 
Counsellor told 
her what her 
mother left 
unsaid! 


Marriage counsellors know feminine clean¬ 
liness plays an important part in marital 
happiness. How foolish and inconsiderate 
to burden a marriage with the possibility 
of offending ... to burden yourself with 
unnecessary doubts and uncertainties. 
Especially when it's so easy to feel safer, 
be surer with V.A.—the fragrant internal 
bath made expressly for douching. 

V.A. powder gives you a totally feminine 
feeling that comes from knowing you’re 
completely refreshed, thoroughly cleansed. 
Unlike vinegar or other hit-and-miss solu¬ 
tions, V.A. comes in convenient “pack- 
ettes” each one pre-measured to take the 
doubt out of feminine hygiene. 

V.A. is gentle, yet effective. Mixed with 
warm water, each packette makes exactly 
the right strength solution for a soothing 
internal bath that thoroughly cleanses 
delicate tissues yet does not interfere with 
normal feminine secretions. Leaves you 
poised, confident, sure. 

Women who value their femininity find 
this fragrant powder so much nicer, surer 
than hand-me-down methods. Shouldn’t it 
be your way, too? 

Today ask for V.A. An instructive booklet 
on feminine hygiene is included in every 
box of packettes. 



try to overprotect their kids are silly. Boy, 
if we ever get in that bind, we’ll be in 
trouble. The kids will resent us. And we’ll 
be making them miss all the joy of meet¬ 
ing and licking obstacles. 

“I know what I’m talking about. In a 
crazy, reverse way, I was overprotected. 
By show business. I was so busy from such 
an early age that I never had time to do 
what other kids do. I can’t roller skate. 
I never played baseball. Sure, now I play 
golf; but I’ll tell you a secret, I picked 
golf because it’s a one-man game and I 
can be bad at it without others knowing 
how bad I am. I was just too busy to 
be a kid—one-a-day shows, two-a-day, 
shows, three-a-day shows. 

“So I want my kids to experience every¬ 
thing. To make their own mistakes and 
know that May and I are there to catch 
them when they fall.” 

I started to get up, but sat down again 


when Sammy raised his hand and said, 
“Please do me a favor. Write down some¬ 
thing especially for me. Please let people 
know that I’m aware that every white per¬ 
son, South and North, isn’t a bigot, and 
that every colored person isn’t a hater. 
May and I couldn’t have married, couldn’t 
have wanted to stay in the United States 
the rest of our lives, couldn’t have decided 
to raise Mark and Tracy here if it hadn’t 
been for the way most Americans said, 
‘Give them a chance. Let’s see.’ 

“The problem today is not being Negro 
or White, Gentile or Jew. The problem 
is to be human—for a parent to raise his 
children to respect God, society and his 
fellow man.” —J. Albert Smith 

Sammy’s in “Three Penny Opera,” Em¬ 
bassy, and “Robin and the 7 Hoods,” for 
Warner Brothers. His next is “The 
Major and the Private,” for Embassy. 



Continued from page 39 


I know he dated Sherry for a long time— 
it was four years—and then they didn’t 
marry, and the same thing could happen 
with me. But if it did, I wouldn’t feel that 
he had wasted my time. I never feel that 
people are wasting the time that they 
enjoy spending together. And it’s not 
unfair to the girl, because she’s gone along 
with it. 

“Anyway, it’s a man’s prerogative to de¬ 
cide when he wants to get married. I have 
friends who take the aggressive role and 
say to the men they date, ‘You’ll marry 
me now—or else.’ But I don’t believe in 
that. 

“I went with a boy for four years, and 
not a minute of that time was wasted. We 
were very good for each other for a long 
time. Then we married, but it didn’t 
work.” 

That was Sharon’s first, oblique refer¬ 
ence to Andy. But it was not her last. 

Why Vince waits 

“Vince isn’t in a position to get mar¬ 
ried now,” Sharon continued, “and he 
won’t be until he settles his problems. Oh, 
yes, he can afford to marry all right, but 
he has a lot of things on his mind— 
things he hasn’t made up his mind about. 

“For one thing, he has to understand 
why he needed the relationship he had 
with Sherry. I hate to see what she’s 
doing to him—I guess I don’t mean that, 
because nobody does anything to any¬ 
body—we do it ourselves. 

“I understand what Sherry is going 
through, but I don’t want to get into one 
of those triangle situations. She’s been 
hurt, and I know what that’s like, because 
I was hurt very badly—very badly— 
when Andy ran away to New York. I 
guess everyone has been hurt.” 

Sharon didn’t explain what happened 


“when Andy ran away to New York,” but 
she must have been remembering his trip 
East that ended their marriage. It was 
from New York that Andy called her to 
suggest a divorce after they had been mar¬ 
ried only six weeks. 

(Andy once told an interviewer about 
the bleak moment when he realized di¬ 
vorce was inevitable. He said, “I went to 
New York on business and called Sharon 
from there. I knew she didn’t love me— 
not really. Neither of us really wanted to 
be married to the other. We’d gone to¬ 
gether for four years—but after six weeks 
of marriage I told her that I thought we 
both wanted out. She said at first that 
she didn’t, but then she went to see a 
lawyer and began divorce proceedings. 
It’s hard to say who took the initiative to 
end the marriage. She got the divorce, but 
I had suggested it.”) 

“I was saying to Vince,” Sharon now 
continued her reflections, “ ‘God bless 
Andy!’ I mean that I hope God blesses 
him for setting me free. You see, I never 
would have left Andy. Never, if he hadn’t 
realized, before I did, that we weren’t in 
love any more. Love can be over, but you 
have to be hurt before you can believe it. 

“I sat at home when Andy went out 
with other girls.” Sharon seemed to be 
remembering those four years of dating 
before she and Andy married, but she 
wasn’t explicit. “I wondered, ‘What kind 
of masochist am I that I let myself suffer 
like this? What’s my problem?’ When a 
girl is willing to go through this, she has 
a problem. I tell you, I get scared when 
a man is too nice to me. Or that’s the 
way it’s been. I get scared when a man 
says, ‘I love you.’ 

“Isn’t that terrible? But I’ve been go¬ 
ing to a doctor, and now I’m beginning 
to understand myself better and work 
out my problems. A lot of people need 
a lot of help, which explains why Andy 
and I couldn’t stay married and why 
Vince and I can’t think about marriage. 

“Andy and Vince are so very different. 
Andy is—or was—more immature than 
Vince. I haven’t seen Andy for two years, 
but he was so warm, easy going, charm¬ 
ing. delightful, boyish. 

“When I was seventeen, I thought Andy 
Prine was a God. But he never wanted 
to do anything except act. Vince, on the 
other hand, doesn’t want to be an actor 
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forever. He’s interested in directing. 

“Vince, though, doesn’t like crowds and 
doesn’t trust people. He’s afraid of what 
they’ll do to him. Andy always liked 
parties and lots of friends. 

“Vince and I get into conversations and 
talk for four hours like very good friends. 
I’m just getting over Mr. Prine, myself. 
Vince has been very sweet and patient 
with me. He’s got a real good heart. 

“Vince has started going to my doctor. 
He has this problem with Sherry which 
he will have to solve, because I don’t want 
to play mother anymore. I want a man! 

“I’m being courted by Vince—really 
courted—and it’s just wonderful having 
him send me flowers and candy. And Vince 
is enjoying it, because he hasn’t been able 
to take this kind of initiative in courtship 
before. Sherry made decisions for him. 

“With Andy—well, I was only seven¬ 
teen when we met. Being in love when you 
are seventeen is partly being away from 
Sioux City, Iowa, for the first time. It’s 
puppy love, rebellion against your parents; 
it’s wanting to play house. 

“However, there’s another kind of love 
I’m just beginning to learn about without 
that neurotic pain in your stomach you get 
when you are seventeen. 

“I read a story about the divorce, Andy’s 
and mine, and I thought it was very com¬ 
passionate. It was very sweet of Andy to 
speak of me the way he did. 

“At first we were hurt and probably 
said angry things about each other, but 
I have a great regard for Andy, and I’m 
so sorry for him now. I really am. 

An ex-wife’s pity 

“I never knew Karyn Kupcinet. I never 
even saw her. but I know Andy has been 
going through a terrible time. (Andy was 
steady-dating Karyn at the time of her 
mysterious death.) I’ve been hurt by the 
things people have said just because I 
used to be his wife, so I can imagine what 
Andy has been suffering. 

“I do, I really do feel sorry for Sherry. 
She’s torn Vince down, because she’s hurt, 
but Sherry is an unusual girl. She has a 
lot to offer. 

“Maybe, in a couple of years, Vince will 
have his problems straightened out, and 
Sherry will have her problems straightened 
out, and he’ll go to see her and take her 
flowers and they’ll live happily ever after. 

“If that happens, I honestly won’t be bit¬ 
ter, even though Vince means a lot to me. 

“If somebody says, ‘I want to be free,’ 
that’s his gift to you. He’s set you free, too. 

“You never know about life, and that’s 
why it’s so exciting.” —Polly Terry 

Vince stars as “Ben Casey” for ABC-TV 
every Wednesday from 9 to 10 P.M., EST. 
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SINGING 

NUNS 


Continued from page 49 

door open; the younger one. with a reel 
of recording tape clutched self-consciously 
in her fingers, followed. 

The older nun walked up to a record¬ 
ing engineer who was about to enter the 
control booth and tried to explain—above 
the din of the rehearsing jazz band—why 
she and the other sister were there. It was 
hard to make herself heard amid the 
blaring horns and rattling drums—harder, 
even, than it had been during retreat time 
at the convent, getting a nice group of 
chattering, giggling teenage girls around 
a campfire to stop and listen to her. But 
she hoped—she thought—that her message 
was getting through to the engineer. 

The nuns* request 



JFe have a tape we made at Fichermont 
. . . some of the young girls who come 
there for retreats wanted copies of the 
songs Sister Luc-Gabrielle composes , plays 
and sings . . . this is Sister Gahrielle (nod¬ 
ding to her companion, a blue-eyed, be¬ 
spectacled, beak-nosed, rosy-cheeked, pud¬ 
gy-faced nun whose lips were creased in a 
nervous smile) . . . we need an original 
and a hundred—perhaps a couple of hun¬ 
dred—copies of our tape as gifts for the 
girls who come to Fichermont . . . we have 
some money , and we’ll pay , of course . . . 
and we’d he ever so grateful. 

The engineer coughed uncomfortably, 
shifted his feet, and then, addressing the 
floor, muttered something about wanting 
ever so much to help them but he was in 
a tight bind because, even though it was 
months away from Christmas, they were 
already cutting discs for the holiday trade, 
and—and wouldn’t it be better if they’d 
go to a smaller place? 

The nuns had already gone to smaller 
places, with no luck, but they didn’t tell 
him that. No use burdening the poor man 
with their troubles when he had so many 
of his own. So they reassured him, thanked 
him and glided away as quietly as they 
had come. 

Once out of the building, the nuns 
climbed into their car, a two-cylinder Cit¬ 
roen, had trouble with the starter as usual, 
but somehow soon were rattling along the 
street that led to the highway that fed into 
the road that would take them to Waterloo 
and Fichermont. It was funny, they agreed 
unsmilingly, how the sound of the car’s 
motor was the same as the sound of the 
drum back there at the Philips studio. 
But once they’d said this, there was noth¬ 
ing more to say and they rode without 
speaking during the twenty-mile trip back 
to the convent. 

Nor, for once, did Sister Gahrielle sing 
—or even hum. Nor did her usual smile— 
even a nervous one—play over her lips. 
She was thinking not about her own dis¬ 
appointment. which was of no importance, 
but of how let down the girls would feel 
for it was because of them she had com- 
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posed and sung “Dominique”—and then 
those other songs—in the first place, and 
it was for them that she and the mistress 
of novices had sought and received permis¬ 
sion from their superior, the Mother Prior¬ 
ess, to tape “Dominique” and a few other 
songs and have them recorded in Brussels. 

Because of the girls . . . 

It had been a beautiful summer evening, 
and the chattering, giggling girls gathered 
in the monastery yard were restless the 
day before the end of their retreat. That’s 
when she suggested a campfire. The girls 
immediately joined in gathering wood and 
making the fire. But once they’d settled 
close to the flames, they began to giggle 
and chatter again. 

That’s when she fetched her second¬ 
hand Spanish guitar. She stood there, just 
out of range of the firelight, and began to 
strum the guitar, improvising words and 
accompaniment as she went along. 

It was—she realized later—as if the 
guitar were playing her , as if she herself 
were her instrument. She thought of the 
guitar as feminine and called her “Sister 
Adele.” “The melody just came to me,” 
she explained to the enraptured, delighted 
and suddenly quiet girls, “and then the 
words. Everything seemed to fit.” 

The song, named on the spot, was 
“Dominique”—the account of a jolly friar 
who wanders all over Europe happily 
spreading the word of God and bringing 
mirth and peace wherever he goes. A song 
in praise of Saint Dominic, the founder 
of the Dominican order of which the con¬ 
vent and monastery at Fichermont are an 
integral part. 

Other songs followed the first, some of 
which she’d composed previously. Now 
she occasionally forgot her own words and 
substituted new ones, often humorous, 
which pleased her young listeners. Other 
songs she composed spontaneously, not 
knowing from one bar of music and line 
of words to the next just where her guitar 
would lead her. All the songs spoke joy¬ 
fully of her love of the Lord and her hap¬ 
piness in serving Christ. 

For the girls . . . 

When the embers in the fire gave off only 
as much light as a cluster of tired glow¬ 
worms, she finished her final song. 

There was silence. 

Then, as she stepped forward to put out 
the remains of the fire, the girls flocked 
around her. The ones who were going 
home the next day each asked for a record, 
a souvenir, of her songs. The ones who 
were staying on longer also wanted 
records. 

“I have no records,” she said simply. 

The girls sighed or shook their heads, 
and then slowly and quietly they walked 
through the monastery yard and into the 
convent. 

But one youngster stayed behind and 
helped her put dirt on the fire. Then, 
just as the last flicker of fireglow was 
smothered, the girl said softly, “I want 
so badly to remember your songs,” and 
suggested shyly that perhaps the songs 
could be recorded in Brussels. 

That’s how it began; now it was ended. 

God helps those ■ ■ . 

As the battered Citroen turned onto the 
sunken road of Ohain and wheezed toward 
the turreted, red-bricked convent house, 
Sister Gabrielle prepared a face to meet 


the faces she must meet. But in forcing 
a smile she soon was really smiling: she’d 
sing her songs for the girls who were still 
on retreat, and she’d write out the words 
of some of the songs (she couldn’t read 
or write music, so just words would have 
to do) and send them on to the girls who’d 
already left. As for her sister nuns—some 
of them knew both words and music of 
her songs better than she did, and they 
often sang along with her. 

But Sister Gabrielle’s sister nuns, when 
they heard the mistress of novices’ story 
of what had happened in Brussels, were 
unwilling to drop the matter. God also 
helps nuns who help themselves, they said. 
So, after waiting an appropriate three 
months to give the Philips people time to 
get out from under the pre-holiday rush, 
they took turns in calling the studio and 
trying to set up a recording date for Sister 
Gabrielle. 

Finally, one of them got through to that 
harassed young engineer. Yes, he recalled 
the two nuns from Fichermont, yes, he 
was feeling much better now that the pre- 
Christmas rush was over; yes, he was 
pretty sure that if Sister Gabrielle came 
to Brussels in the morning, when most 
musicians were still asleep, he could 
squeeze in time for her to make her re¬ 
cording; yes, he thought he’d he able to 
take a vacation soon . . . 

This time Sister Gabrielle and the mis¬ 
tress of novices took a bus from Waterloo 
to Brussels because their car had a cough¬ 
ing fit just before they were to leave. Once 
at Philips, they went quietly into the 
studio. 

The young engineer was there. He 
looked very tired, and again they inquired 
about his health. He was okay, he assured 
them, but the immediate problem was to 
get the sister’s tape on wax. They sat 
stiffly in the studio. They watched through 
the glass window as he placed the tape 
on one machine, fiddled with some dials 
on another, put on some earphones, closed 
his eyes tight, put his feet up on a table 
and leaned back in his chair as if he were 
going to sleep, and—eyes still shut— 
flipped on two switches. 

At once, from a loudspeaker suspended 
over their heads, came the words and 
music of “Dominique”—louder than 
they’d ever heard it. But more disturbing 
to them than this was what was taking 
place inside the control booth. The nice 
young engineer, after the song had run 
about six bars, was staring at them as 
if they were ghosts. Suddenly he yanked 
the earphones off, clamped them over the 
ears of an assistant, and burst out of a 
back door and disappeared from their 
view. 

Was the song that bad? 

The assistant stared at them until they 
dropped their eyes. But when they heard 
the song grind to a stop before the end 
and then start again from the beginning, 
they looked up. There were now many men 
in the booth, some huddled around what 
appeared to be an amplifier, others shar¬ 
ing earphones like children at an exhibi¬ 
tion-demonstration of audio equipment. 
Cigars seemed to sprout simultaneously 
in all the men’s mouths. Was this what 
“Dominique” was doing to them? 

Other songs followed, familiar songs 
with unfamiliar reactions. 

“Sister Adele”—about how Sister Ga¬ 
brielle as “a silly girl” spotted a second- 
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hand Spanish guitar “hanging by its 
neck” in a Brussels shop, went in and 
bought it for a few pennies and named it 
Adele; and about how “in answer to the 
divine voice which invited her to the 
harvest, the silly girl—that’s me—left 
town for a neighboring convent. Adele, 
the guitar, went with the luggage and be¬ 
gan her novitiate, singing God’s praise 
joyously and with a rich voice.” (The tips 
of the cigars glowed brightly like the coals 
at the retreat campfires early in the 
evening.) 

A song about the Last Judgment, which 
includes a sing-song recitation of a litany 
of historical figures who will be on hand: 
“Installed on his ladder, Jacob will judge 
from on high—above the famous Diogenes, 
walking around in his barrel.” And 
“blessed Dominic and Saint Francis will 
sip their benedictine to celebrate their 
friendship.” (The smoke from the cigars 
was so thick in the booth that they could 
no longer make out the faces of the men.) 

All at once, the glass door leading into 
the studio opened and a face and then 
a body came out of the smoke. The man 
introduced himself as the manager of the 
company. There will be no payment ex¬ 
pected from them, of course, for the re¬ 
cording and pressings, he explained slow¬ 
ly; and then, in a rush of excited words, 
he asked Sister Gabrielle if she’d sign— 
right then and there—a commercial con¬ 
tract with Philips. That very day. 

The drive back 

The nuns were flustered. Sister Gabrielle 
explained shyly that she—they, the sisters 
at Fichermont—only wanted the records 
as gifts for the girls who had come to the 
convent for retreat. The mistress of novices 
added that a nun would not be allowed 
to sign anything even if she wanted to 
and that perhaps the best thing would be 
to talk the whole matter over with the 
Mother Prioress. 

The manager asked them would it be 
all right if he were to drive them back to 
the convent. That way he could speak to 
the Mother Prioress immediately. 

The sisters backed away and consulted 
for a few seconds. 

It would be all right, they said except 


that they already had return bus tickets to 
Waterloo. 

I’ll get refunds for you, he promised. 

They thanked him and explained that 
theirs is not a rich order and that all pos¬ 
sible funds go to maintaining their mis¬ 
sionary forces in the Congo and else¬ 
where. 

As the manager steered his automobile 
in and out of traffic, he asked questions 
about Sister Luc-Gabrielle and her songs. 

Did she study music before she became 
a nun? 

No, she had studied art and interior 
decorating and had taught both those sub¬ 
jects in a Brussels high school before 
entering the convent in 1959. Music was 
just a hobby. 

But the songs are so joyous and so 
effective—surely she . . . 

Joyousness was a feeling all the nuns 
at the convent shared. And singing came 
natural to them—it was a part of their 
daily religious life. 

Her life before she entered the convent? 

The mistress of novices supplied the 
minimum of details about Sister Gabrielle 
—she had been born in Brussels in 1933, 
she was one of four children, her father 
was a pastry-shop baker, and the rest . . . 

The rest is in the songs, Sister Gabrielle 
broke in gently. 

That song about your guitar, is that 
true? the manager asked. 

Yes, completely, the nun replied. Except 
that she’d left out a few details, like the 
fact that it was bedecked with white rib¬ 
bons when she arrived at the convent, and 
like the fact that she’d actually informed 
her startled superiors that the guitar had 
a name, “Sister Adele,” and was about 
to begin her novitiate, too. 

When the manager asked another ques¬ 
tion, Sister Gabrielle said sweetly that 
there was nothing more that she could 
possibly tell about herself. Instead she 
told him about the monastery and con¬ 
vent at Fichermont: how in 1920 the 
Dominican fathers, missionaries to the 
Belgian Congo, decided it would be a 
good idea if nuns of their order could be 
trained for the same missionary work. As 
a training school they chose an old chateau 
at Waterloo which, with remodeling, might 
do. Although reconstruction of the cha¬ 


teau began in 1928 and the nuns moved 
into the turreted, red-brick main house 
shortly thereafter, the Dominicans were 
always short of funds and the convent 
wasn’t finished until 1959, the year she 
herself arrived at Fichermont. . . . 

The manager and the two nuns had 
now arrived at Waterloo themselves. He 
waited while the sisters spoke to the Moth¬ 
er Prioress. 

Soon they returned, smiling. Yes, the 
Mother Prioress tentatively approved of 
Sister Gabrielle making a record for com¬ 
mercial distribution. But final approval 
depended on the decision of the Cardinal 
Archbishop of Malines, head of the Cath¬ 
olic church in Belgium. She, Sister Ga¬ 
brielle, had received permission to visit 
the prelate and bring the matter to his 
attention. They would inform the manager 
of the decision as soon as they received it. 

Permission granted 

He thanked them and promised to have 
their gift-records delivered as soon as they 
were pressed. 

They thanked him and then made a 
point of telling him that the nice young 
engineer who worked for him looked tired 
and overworked and probably needed a 
vacation. 

The gift-records were delivered in short 
order to the convent. News of the Cardinal 
Archbishop’s decision was transmitted 
quickly to the Philips manager: yes—in 
keeping with the teachings of Belgium’s 
Leo Cardinal Suenens (a leading progres¬ 
sive in the Ecumenical Council), as out¬ 
lined in his book, The Nun in the World , 
that the nun should not be separated from 
the world as she always has been in the 
past—it was permissible for Sister Luc- 
Gabrielle to make records commercially. 
There were, however, a few stipulations: 
the convent must not become involved in 
business dealings and Philips must take 
care of all such matters; all royalties from 
record sales must go to the Fichermont 
Dominicans for carrying on their mis¬ 
sionary work; Sister Luc-Gabrielle, in 
keeping with her own expressed wishes 
and according to the rules and regulations 
of her order, must be protected from those 
who might want to exploit her name in 
personal publicity. 

The manager of Philips promptly agreed 
to all these terms; and he immediately 
gave the engineer a vacation with pay. 

But the engineer insisted on being back 
at work the morning Sister Gabrielle, four 
other nuns and Sister Adele (the first five 
habited in black and white garb, the sixth 
bedecked in white ribbons) showed up to 
record. Nervously he adjusted the micro¬ 
phone in front o r her; carefully he placed 
the four other nuns at the proper distance 
from the recording equipment; patiently 
he adjusted the dials in the booth as Sister 
Gabrielle twanged a few practice strums 
on Adele. He raised his hand, gave the 
signal, and the session began. 

Sister Gabrielle’s plain face lit up 
miraculously as she began to sing and 
play “Dominique.” It was easy, really. 
All she had to do was to pretend she was 
back at the campfire at Fichermont and 
that these cigar-smoking men watching 
her from the booth were actually teenage 
girls on retreat. At the end of her first 
song she saw that she had succeeded: the 
expressions on the faces of the men— 







































they were the same 9he had seen on the 
girls’. 

Most of the time she sang alone with 
Adele. Once in a while, however, the four 
sisters acted as chorus. 

They were nervous at first, but she 
eased the tension by making little nunnish 
jokes. And the way the young engineer 
kept making a circle out of his thumb 
and forefinger after each number and 
grinned at them seemed to indicate every¬ 
thing was going well. 

When lunchtime came, the manager 
bustled in, all smiles, and asked if they’d 
like to order some food or if they’d be 
his guests at a restaurant. 

Sister Gabrielle thanked him and ex¬ 
plained they’d already made other ar¬ 
rangements, but promised they’d be back 
promptly for the afternoon session. Then 
the five nuns (guitar in tow) walked to a 
nearby monastery for prayer and refresh¬ 
ment. 

In the afternoon, when they returned 
to the studio, they were startled to hear 
the words and music of “Dominique” issu¬ 
ing from a loudspeaker and flooding the 
store. As they approached the door of the 
studio, a bunch of jazz musicians—stand¬ 
ing around—backed away and made a 
path for them. One man propped his bass 
fiddle against a wall, and then he began 
to applaud. The other bandmen joined in. 

At the end of the day the five sisters 
and Adele boarded the bus for Waterloo, 
after having rejected the manager’s kind 
offer to drive them home. On the way, so 
as not to disturb the other passengers, 
they did not sing, but hummed softly. 

More songs 

Eighteen months later Sister Gabrielle 
and her guitar and the chorus of four nuns 
were back at the Philips studio. She had 
been asked to provide ten minutes more 
of songs so that a 12-inch album might be 
released in America (the original album, 
which was a best-selling sensation through¬ 
out Europe and in Canada, was a 10- 
incher). 

Subsequently, Sister Gabrielle illus¬ 
trated the American record jacket herself 
with drawings of a nun playing a guitar 
in a garden while a group of children 
and birds listened. 

Months later when she was informed 
the long-playing album, “The Singing 
Nun,” as well as a 45-r.p.m. single featur¬ 
ing “Dominique” were—each in its own 
category—in the No. 1 positions on the 
Billboard , Cashbox and Variety charts, she 
smiled and said, “I’m glad, because it 
carries a message to the world outside our 
walls. In Fichermont our religious life is 
not as strict and stifling as people think. 
We laugh, we smile . . . and I guess my 
songs prove that.” 

As the No. 1 recording artist in the en¬ 
tire world, she is a most reluctant star. 
Her singing voice is as innocent, unstyled 
and pleasing as ever. On her records she 
is listed as Soeur Sourire (Sister Smile 
or the Smiling Sister), the pseudonym 
Philips agreed to give her at the outset 
to conceal her identity. Such an important 
statistic as a star’s age is blurred in her 
case (it’s variously reported as twenty- 
eight, twenty-seven and thirty), not be¬ 
cause she’s hiding it but because to her 
it’s of absolutely no importance. When re¬ 
porters and photographers confront her, 


she puts them off and sends them away 
without information or pictures by saying 
sweetly but firmly, “I don’t like all that. 
Missionary work is far more important.” 

One man managed to break through 
the silken curtain that protects the Sing¬ 
ing Nun. Ed Sullivan, a good Roman 
Catholic himself, requested the New York 
archdiocese to put in a word with the 
Dominican fathers for him. Subsequently, 
he flew off to Belgium and taped an eight¬ 
een-minute singing session at Fichermont. 

The nuns ran the show and he just 
watched. “As a Catholic and a gentleman, 
I couldn’t argue with them,” Ed explained. 
But Sister Smile’s appearance on “The 
Ed Sullivan Show” demonstrated that the 
sisters were as talented showmen as he 
was acute impresario. His Arbitron rat¬ 
ing in New T York alone shot up from 24 
to 32.6. 

As usual, the Mother Prioress at he 
convent refused to involve herself or the 
sisters in commercial matters. When Ed 
asked what the fee would be, she an¬ 
swered, “No money, but we have a mission 
in the Congo. Would it be possible to send 
a heavy-duty Jeep with rain curtains?” 

Ed’s office was burning up the phones 
the next day tracking down the biggest 
and best Jeep his money could buy. 

Despite everything, money has poured 
into the Dominican order in Belgium as 
the result of Sister Smile’s singing efforts, 
and royalties from her records are esti¬ 
mated to have exceeded $200,000 (with 
more coming), all of it earmarked for 
missionary work. 

What next for Sister Smile? 

Well, she’s studying at the University 
of Louvain in Brussels, from which she’ll 
graduate in about a year and a half. Then 
she’s scheduled to become a teacher in one 
of the Dominican missions. 

Where? 

If you manage to catch her between 
classes or out at the convent farm where, 
humming or singing away and wearing 
heavy shoes and a floppy apron, she works 
at cleaning sugar beets with a big knife, 
and she’s convinced you’re not trying to 
trick her with show business or personal 
questions, she’ll answer, “I only want to 
serve my order. I would like to go to Asia. 
Africa also would be all right.” 

Her singing career? 

This answer you won’t get from her. She 
is recording a second album, but P. J. 
Lubbink, director at Philips, doesn’t think 
she’ll be coming to the studio much longer. 

Yet this Easter “The Singing Nun” and 
“Dominique” will be bought and played 
as much as ever before by Catholic and 
non-Catholic alike. The songs are in 
French, the singer’s voice is unsophisti¬ 
cated and untrained, yet the music ignores 
religious differences, crosses artificial na¬ 
tional boundaries and appeals simply and 
joyfully to the heart of all mankind. 

Someone recently asked Sister Gabrielle 
a question, both personal and career, 
which she did not slough off. 

“If your patron, Saint Dominic, would 
come back to earth, what woald he think 
of your song?” 

Sister Smile’s lips crinkled in a way 
that suddenly made her whole face beauti¬ 
ful—a kind of beauty that mere perfec¬ 
tion of facial features could never attain. 
Then she said, “I hope he would be 
pleased. Maybe we could sing a duet.” 

—Jim Hoffman 
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the overture of the colorful Bellini opera. 

During the intermissions Dick Cham¬ 
berlain drew many stares but was spared 
the clamor that marks most of his appear¬ 
ances in public—opera audiences are in¬ 
clined to be conservative. Few of the on¬ 
lookers could identify his date, which was 
remarkable, since she is famous in her own 
right. She was Yvette Mimieux. 

What was so unusual about the date of 
Dick Chamberlain and Yvette Mimieux? 

Her mystery marriage 

It was the first date they had had to¬ 
gether and it marked the start of what 
gave promise of a warm and perhaps last¬ 
ing relationship. It also meant that Dick 
Chamberlain was dating a girl who—as 
far as the best intelligence can determine 
—is a married woman. 

The statement must be qualified, and 
thereby hangs one of Hollywood’s most 
curious tales. 

Yvette has never admitted that she has 
been married, though there is overwhelm¬ 
ing evidence to indicate that she has been. 
As yet, no evidence has come to light that 
would prove that she has been divorced. 

Because of her mystery over the mar¬ 
riage and the possible divorce, a cloud 
has been placed over the propriety of her 
budding romance with Dick Chamberlain. 

As Yvette became more and more prom¬ 
inent, rumors grew that she was married. 
She steadfastly refused to discuss her per¬ 
sonal life, and only her family and a hand¬ 
ful of friends knew where she lived and 
how. 

Then a Los Angeles newspaper came up 
with a revealing story. 

A marriage application had been filed 
on December 11, 1959, in the San Fer¬ 
nando office of the city clerk. It had been 
signed by Yvette Mimieux, age seven¬ 


teen, whose mother was listed as Carmen 
Montemayor, born in Mexico, and father, 
Rene A. Mimieux, born in England. The 
other party to the application was Evan 
Harland Engber, age twenty-two, whose 
father was listed merely as Herman 
Engber. 

Further research at the Los Angeles Hall 
of Records revealed a marriage certificate 
reporting that the marriage had been per¬ 
formed December 19, 1959, by a Unitarian 
minister, the Rev. Stephen V. Fritchman. 

Even in the face of such overwhelming 
evidence, Yvette remained mum. She re¬ 
fused to confirm or deny. 

“Apparently you are married,” a re¬ 
porter once said to her. 

“Whether that is apparent or not is up 
to you,” she replied blandly. “I can’t help 
you with it.” 

Pressed for an explanation, she com¬ 
mented, “I feel very strongly about this. 
I have seen people in Hollywood destroyed 
by living their lives in public. If it comes 
to the point where I have to do that, I’ll 
quit acting. I hope I don’t have to do that, 
because I love to act. 

“But more important than that is my 
self-respect, my own sense of dignity. If 
I can’t preserve that, then all the rest 
doesn’t mean a thing.” This was final. 

The Garbo technique 

Some of the more cynical observers in 
the movie capital read other factors into 
her motivations. Since she was fifteen, 
Yvette’s career has been guided by James 
Byron, the man who gave the world Jayne 
Mansfield. Publicity-man Byron had cre¬ 
ated Mansfield into a household name of 
sorts by having her participate in every 
publicity gimmick that has been tried in 
Hollywood history. Observers saw the 
Mimieux buildup as reverse-Mansfield: the 
Garbo technique. 

Whether Byron-inspired or no, Yvette’s 
passion for shunning the spotlight on her 
married life remained firm. Scarcely any¬ 
one knew of her life as Mrs. Evan Engber, 
wife of a graduate student of psychology. 
Hence virtually no one knew the details 
of how the marriage broke up—or whether 
it did! 

Yvette’s attitude to inquiries was sim¬ 
ple: since she’d never admitted marriage, 
how could she disclose a separation? 


But the external evidence was clear. 
Engber, who unobtrusively met Yvette at 
the airport when she returned from movie 
tours and locations and was there when 
she departed, no longer appeared. 

And Yvette began dating. First it was 
George Hamilton, who escorted her to the 
“Cleopatra” and the “Victors” premieres. 

Then came Richard Chamberlain. 

Dick and Yvette had known each other 
for three years, both having been under 
contract to M-G-M. They had even ap¬ 
peared on a television show together, the 
Arthur Freed special on which Dick sang 
for the first time. 

But theirs was only a passing acquaint¬ 
ance until Yvette was cast in a “Dr. Kil¬ 
dare” show. She was to play a California 
girl whose love of surfing was so great 
that she disregarded the danger of her 
ailment, epilepsy. In the end it led to her 
death by drowning. 

The show required both Yvette and Dick 
to surf, and so they went to Malibu to take 
some lessons in the precarious sport. Both 
are agile and they soon learned how to 
stand on a board while the wave carried 
them all the way in to shore. 

They also learned the lore and language 
of the surfers, including how to tell a 
hodad (a non-surfing beach bum) from 
a hot dogger (an accomplished surfer). 

Exhilarated by the surf and sun and 
the thrill of catching a big wave, Dick 
and Yvette enjoyed themselves tremendous¬ 
ly. They found they worked well together, 
too. Both are intensely serious about act¬ 
ing, and they studied their lines in each 
other’s dressing rooms before scenes. 

Is Pick in the dark? 

It was inevitable that they would think 
about dating after the filming was over. 
Dick came up with the proposal that they 
go see the Bolshoi Ballet. Then came the 
opera date—a natural, since both love the 
opera. 

“Dick is divine!” Yvette gushed to an 
intimate the following day. “He is wonder¬ 
ful company—such a good sense of humor. 
That’s a side of him that most people don’t 
see." 

“A fascinating girl,” Dick remarked 
about Yvette with customary reticence. 

But isn’t she married? 

“I don’t know anything about that,” he 
said, indicating that if she had been mar¬ 
ried, or if she was still married, he was 
either in the dark, too, or—and this is 
more likely—going along with Yvette’s 
wishes to keep her private life private. 

Friends believe that Yvette might be 
just the girl for Dick at this stage in his 
life. Said one of them, “After three years 
of ‘Dr. Kildare,’ Dick is beginning to lose 
some of his shyness. He realizes now that 
he isn’t just another struggling young 
actor. He only has to go out in public to 
know that he is a star of immense 
popularity. 

“This hasn’t made him conceited at all. 
But it has removed some of the insecurity 
and inhibitions that he had. He’s more 
confident. 

“He also wants to enjoy some of the 
fruits of his labor. He has worked like 
a dog on the ‘Kildare’ series, not only 
sweating on the set every day, but mak¬ 
ing records, going on publicity tours and 
doing a feature. Now he wants to have 
some fun. 













‘‘Before, he was content with occasional 
dates with Clara Ray; she was a sweet 
girl and she shared his interest in music. 
He still sees Clara, but he’s also branch¬ 
ing out. His first fling was with Jane 
Fonda. Now he’s interested in Yvette 
Mimieux, and she’s a good match for him. 
She’s a bright girl, but she’s also a bit 
of a kook, and that’s good for him right 
now.” 

Will the dates develop into a romance? 

It’s highly probable. But a romance 
would run smack up against an obstacle: 
Yvette’s marriage. 

It is fairly safe to surmise that she has 
not yet been divorced from Evan Engber. 
She was able to keep her marriage anony¬ 
mous because she was not yet famous. 
But now that she is a star, it would be 
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know they desire her. Complete strangers 
ask her to go away with them for the 
weekend, and seem surprised when she ex¬ 
presses shock at their crude proposition. 
But love—real love between a man and a 
woman—no one has shown her what it 
means. And now, as a result of her dis¬ 
astrous marriage to Michael Selsman, 
there’s only a wound in her heart where 
love should be. 

Whether the wound will heal and allow 
love to enter in, depends on many things 
—on luck, on Carol herself, and perhaps 
on a man she hasn’t met yet. But one 
thing is certain: Carol knows that a life¬ 
time spent without love would be a futile, 
empty existence, no matter how successful 
her career might be. So she’ll never give 
up searching for it—no matter what dis¬ 
appointments and deceptions she may suf¬ 
fer, no matter how long the way. 

From the beginning 

Carol’s lifelong search for love began 
when she was a child. She now admits for 
the first time that it was a desperately 
lonely childhood. Most of it was spent 
without friends—and, perhaps most sig¬ 
nificantly, without a father to provide the 
first male love figure that most girls en¬ 
counter. Her father, Cyril Jones, and her 
mother were separated when Carol was 
only two and divorced when she was 
eight, and she hasn’t seen him since. A 
year later her mother married Louis Or¬ 
lando, but they were separated when Carol 
was twelve, although they weren’t divorced 
until a year ago. 

So the fatherly love Carol needed was 
missing. And she was never really close 
to her mother or her brother Danny, who 
is two years younger than she. Carol was 
a completely different type of person than 
they were, and had little in common with 
them. This lack of closeness to her family 
—particularly to her mother—troubled 
her a great deal. But she didn’t know how 



virtually impossible to get a California or 
Nevada divorce past the watchdogs of the 
press, and even a Mexican divorce would 
be fairly certain to hit the papers. 

As a result, to shed her husband Yvette 
would be placed in the curious position of 
having to admit that she had one. That 
is a step that would be painful for her to 
take. 

But love conquers all, as some joker 
once said. And if true love does develop 
between Yvette and her favorite television 
doctor, she may have to make an official 
end to the marriage that never was. 

But then, stranger things have hap¬ 
pened in Hollywood. — Frank Ellis 

See Dick on NBC-TV’s “Dr. Kildare,” 
every Thursday night. 8:30-9:30 EST. 


to overcome it. troubled though she was. 

“I never led a very normal life,” she 
told me. “I was very lonely. I had no 
friends. I started modeling when I was 
ten, and acting a few years later. I en¬ 
joyed my work—but there, too, I wasn’t 
close to the people around me. Most of 
them were older than I was. 

“Actually I wasn’t able to communicate 
very well with people,” she admitted. “I 
find I still have a tendency to withdraw 
sometimes, but never the way I used to. 
I’ve always been basically a very shy 
person.” 

She frowned. “Unhappiness affects you 
in many ways. When you’re really, really 
unhappy, you don’t appreciate things. 
Even after I started becoming successful, 
I never appreciated what I had—until my 
baby was born.” 

Unable to communicate the thoughts r~id 
the longings and the need for love that 
she felt inside her—unable to express love 
herself, since no one had ever taught her 
how—Carol, before her marriage, was a 
prisoner, locked up behind the mask of 
her own beauty. There was a soul in 
there, yearning to love and be loved, but 
it was hidden from the world. 

Looking desperately for an escape from 
this prison of the self, Carol thought she’d 
found it when she met Mike Selsman, a 
young press agent assigned by her studio, 
20th Century-Fox, to work with her. He 
seemed to be a person with whom she 
could communicate at last—a person, above 
all, whom she could love. 

“I thought I was in love,” she remem¬ 
bers now, “but I don’t think it was real 
love. I think it was infatuation.” 

Erich Fromm seems to bear out Carol’s 
statement in his modern classic, “The Art 
of Loving.” In fact, he could almost be 
describing Carol’s case—though perhaps 
not Mike’s—when he writes: “If two peo¬ 
ple who have been strangers, as all of 
us are. suddenly let the wall between them 
break down, and feel close, feel one, this 
moment of oneness is one of the most 
exhilarating, most exciting experiences in 
life. It is all the more wonderful and 
miraculous for persons who have been 
shut off, isolated, without love. . . . How¬ 
ever, this type of love is by its very na¬ 
ture not lasting. . . . Yet, in the beginning 
they do not know all this: in fact, they 
take the intensity of the infatuation, this 
being ‘crazy’ about each other, for proof 
of the intensity of their love, while it may 
only prove the degree of their preceding 
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loneliness.” Whatever Mike may or may 
not have felt for Carol, certainly Fromm 
gives us a perfect description of what 
Carol felt for him . 

Did Mike love Carol? 

“No,” Carol believes. “Otherwise he 
wouldn’t have acted the way he did when 
we were married.” 

How did he act? Carol says, “He seldom 
talked to me, and yet he wouldn’t let me 
see my friends. So I w. s lonely before my 
marriage and I was lonely during it.” 

“If he had loved me . ■ ■” 

Could anything have been done to save 
this kind of marriage? “I don’t think our 
marriage had a chance from the day we 
got married,” Carol confesses. “If he had 
loved me, though, I think it might have 
worked out. For my infatuation would 
have grown into love. I think the ‘love’ you 
get married with is very different from 
the love that grows later—the love you 
live with for the rest of your life.” 

Again, Erich Fromm in “The Art of Lov¬ 
ing”—which Carol has never read—seems 
to back her up in distinguishing between 
these two kinds of love. For he speaks of 
“the confusion between the initial experi¬ 
ence of ‘ falling ’ in love, and the permanent 
state of being in love.” He goes on to tie 
“falling” in love to infatuation. And he 
contends that love is an art which must be 
learned , like any other art, if it is to last. 

In Carol’s case, Mike apparently never 
provided her with the opportunity to learn. 
Or so she believes. However, she doesn’t 
pretend to be blameless in the breakup of 
their marriage. “My biggest mistake was 
in marrying the wrong person,” she main¬ 
tains. “But I thought I was in love with 
him, when actually I was looking for an 
escape from my unhippiness. 

“I also made a mistake in letting him 
walk all over me. You see, when I got 
married, I was very conscious of a serious 
fault that I’d always had: being stubborn 
—too strong-willed. If I hadn’t been so 
stubborn, perhaps I’d have listened to all 
the people who told me that Mike wasn’t 
the man I should marry. But once we did 
get married, I leaned over backwards to 
avoid being stubborn in my relationship 
with Mike. And in doing so, I let him have 
his way in everything. He took advantage 
of it, and let his mother and his brothers 
and sisters interfere with our marriage. 
My mother-in-law trouble is a whole story 
in itself! To him, I was always wrong and 
she was right. 

“If I’d stood up to him when we first 
were married, perhaps he’d have behaved 
better toward me and we could have had 
a happy marriage. 

“But I was determined not to be stub¬ 
born—which, perhaps, was a form of stub¬ 
bornness in itself! 

“Another thing Michael wanted to do 
was change me. He tried to make me into 
something I wasn’t—an impossible com¬ 
bination of a nice little housewife who 
would stay home and clean, and a glam¬ 
orous movie star who’d go out and make 
a lot of money so that we could have a 
big house.” 

Carol denies that her interest in her 
career broke up her marriage. “I returned 
p to my career when I saw that my mar¬ 
riage was failing,” she insists. “I felt that 
perhaps if I worked a little bit. that would 



—I see that now—but I tried. I had 
thought at first that my not working would 
make my marriage a happier one. But as 
it turned out, it was unhappy anyway, so 
I figured that going back to work wouldn’t 
make it any worse.” 

Carol vehemently denies ever having 
made the statement attributed to her by 
an anonymous actress in a TV magazine, 
to the effect that nothing “. . . not my hus¬ 
band, not my daughter, not anybody— 
nothing is going to stand in my way” as 
far as her career is concerned. It’s a made- 
up quote, she insists. 

But it is true that once Carol had re¬ 
turned to work, her career rapidly began 
to pick up steam—due not only to her 
looks and talent, but to an apparent short¬ 
age of young, attractive stars who can act , 
which makes stage-trained actresses like 
Carol especially valuable. Her success, 
however, has been marred by the bitter¬ 
ness of her separation from Michael, which 
occurred between the making of her two 
biggest pictures: the current hits “The 
Cardinal” and “Under the Yum Yum 
Tree.” This separation, instead of ending 
in the quick and friendly divorce that she 
had hoped for, has dragged on for nearly 
a year while she and Michael battled over 
a property settlement. She claims that he 
wants more of her money than he’s en¬ 
titled to. “Someday I hope I can afford 
to pay him what he wants!” she says 
wryly. 

“Money’s important to me,” she admits. 
“That’s because I’ve worked hard for mine 
since I was ten years old—and because 
I know what it means to be without it. 
And yet, when I got married I voluntarily 
gave my mother half of everything I had, 
because I wanted to—for I felt she was 
entitled to it. She never asked me for it. 

Not half for Mike! 

“As for Michael, had he helped me earn 
it I would be only too happy to give it 
to him. 

“But it’s money that I earned through no 
help of his, and I don’t feel he’s entitled 
to it. 

“On the other hand, if it means that he 
would leave me alone and stop making 
my life miserable if I would give him some 
money, then I would give him money. But 
I would not give him half of everything 
I own, because that means less money for 
my child.” 

Jill is today the center of her life, and 
to Carol she can do no wrong. “She’s 
happy, warm, loving and outgoing,” Carol 
enthuses. “She’s all over the house danc¬ 
ing and singing ‘la-la-la-la!’ Thanks to my 
baby. I’m not lonely the way I used to 
be. We go everywhere together—I take 
her to the park, and out shopping at the 
supermarket, and as a special treat we 
love to go out to lunch together at Linny’s 
Restaurant in Beverly Hills.” 

How important is Carol’s career to her 
—the career for which Michael claims she 
broke up their marriage? “My career is 
very important to me. All I have now is 
my baby, myself and my career,” she 
pointed out. “I don’t have anything else. 
But if I had to choose between my career 
and my baby—my God, I’d choose my 
baby, because she’s worth a hundred ca¬ 
reers! My baby is the most important 
thing in the world to me.” 

Carol loves to go out to dinner and a 


movie, but until recently she only dated 
her agent Norman Brokaw, her publicist 
Guy McElwaine and a few old friends. 
Then, in late October, she also began dat¬ 
ing Eddie Fisher, and they were seen din¬ 
ing together at La Scala in Beverly Hills. 
Actually, it wasn’t the first time they’d 
known each other. They had worked to¬ 
gether in Eddie’s TV show several years 
previously. 

But now they were brought together by 
a mutual friend. 

As of this writing, it’s impossible to pre¬ 
dict whether Carol’s relationship with 
Eddie will become serious. But she says 
she likes him and considers him “a very 
nice person.” 

Neither Carol nor Eddie are rushing. 
When I asked her if the failure of her 
first marriage had made her cautious about 
marrying again, Carol retorted, “Yes, 
sir! I don’t think I can be too cautious. 
Even the mere mention of marriage makes 
me break out in a cold sweat. I had so 
much unhappiness with my first that I 
quake at the thought of the next. 

“And yet I want to get married again, 
because I believe in it. I think marriage 
and children are the most important things 
in a woman’s life. And I don’t think I’m 
meant to live alone. 

“But as far as any specific person or 
time, I get nervous at the very thought. I 
made one terrible mistake—I don’t want 
to make another!” 

To avoid making just such a mistake, 
Carol has already given some thought to 
the kind of person she’d want for a hus¬ 
band if she ever married again. A capsule 
summary of her ideal husband would be: 
a man as little like Michael Selsman as 
possible. 

And on the positive side she knew what 
she’d like in a husband: 

“I think that when and if I ever get 
married again, I’ll marry a man much 
older and more mature. Then you’re deal¬ 
ing with an entirely different type of per¬ 
son, not an emotional little boy. I think 
a man who’s more mature will be able 
to understand me more—and I don’t think 
I’m an easy person to understand at all! 
And it should be a man who doesn’t have 
any mother problems, since that is the 
hardest thing in the world for a wife. Be¬ 
cause you cannot compete—whatever you 
do is wrong! 

“I also want a man who’s well estab¬ 
lished. a man I need more than he needs 
me. It’s hard to make a marriage work 
when the wife earns ninety per cent more 
than the husband. Because then you get 
into my case, where at first we lived on 
his salary and saved mine, and then we 
started using my money, too, and then 
it ended up with his attaching my bank 
account!” 

It’s obvious that her first marriage has 
left Carol with a bitter taste in her mouth. 
But because she feels that love and mar¬ 
riage are vital to a woman’s happiness, she 
hopes that in time she will find the right 
man. Then perhaps she’ll be able to forget 
the unhappy experience she is still pass¬ 
ing through, and go on to build a mature 
and lasting relationship with a man who 
will teach her what love really is. 

—James Gregory 

Carol is in “The Cardinal” and “Under 
The Yum Yum Tree,” both Columbia, and 
“Shock Treatment.” for 20th Century-Fox. 
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A friend of both Alan and Sue’s said, 
“Alan was such a kind person. When 
he did have too much to drink, he would 
never create any kind of a scene. In fact, 
he would be overly apologetic. Always 
the gentleman.” 

Another associate said, “I’m sure if 
Alan was destined to die so young he pre¬ 
ferred it this way. He was always such an 
active person. He had to be busy all the 
time. I guess that was a habit he acquired 
in making one-hundred-fifty films. If he 
had been made an invalid by a heart at¬ 
tack, it would have been torture for him.” 

Alan Ladd’s final days on earth were 
quiet ones—just like his personality. He’d 
been suffering from a stiff right knee, re¬ 
sulting from an old injury he first suffered 
on the athletic field at North Hollywood 
High School in 1932. Sue remained at the 
Holmby Hills home while Alan went to 
Palm Springs to see if some sun and rest 
would help his knee. 

On the 29th, a blue, sunny dawn broke. 

It was a little after 10 A.M. when 
Ladd’s butler, Wendell Tyler, knocked on 
his master’s bedroom door. 

“Come in,” came the response. And the 
butler did, setting down a breakfast tray 
of orange juice, coffee and toast. He knew 
his master hadn’t been sleeping too well 
lately, so he left the room quietly, without 
further conversation, so that the sleepy- 
eyed man under the covers could soon go 
back to sleep. Ironically, only the previous 
night, Ladd had called his neighbor 
Dr. Bob Drake because he was restless and 
couldn’t sleep. (Drake, incidentally, is the 
deputy coroner for that area—and it was 
he who later performed the autopsy.) 

Soon it was noon, then one o’clock and 
then two. Wendell and his wife, Alphea, 
figured their master had had a sleepless 
night so was catching up on his rest. 
When they did investigate, he was dead. 

When news reached Sue Ladd, she be¬ 
came hysterical. She had talked with him 
three times on the phone just the day be¬ 
fore. “I can’t believe it,” came the sobs. 

The law requires an autopsy performed 
whenever there is a death in which the 
family doctor is not in attendance. Be¬ 
cause I knew Alan Ladd, I especially want 
to point this out: There was no mystery 
connected with his tragically early demise, 
and the coroner’s office ruled it accidental. 
The Riverside County coroner’s report 
read. “The case will be signed out as an 
accidental death. The combination of alco¬ 
hol, seconal [a sleep inducer], librium 
| a tranquilizer] and sparine [used to 
control the nervous system and prevent 
delirium tremens] produced together the 
total effects the depressants had on the 
central nervous system, with the high level 
of alcohol being the major factor.” 

Together with the grieving Ladd family, 
we mourn the loss of a good man. I only 
hope Alan Ladd has found the tranquility 
and happiness he missed in life.—Cal York 
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moments when pain is so all-encompassing 
that the doors of the mind are shut to 
everything else. During the next hour and 
a half, there were many of those moments 
for Evv. There were no moments when 
Darren was unaware of his wife. He went 
home and changed his clothes. He had 
not quite finished buttoning his clean shirt 
when he was telephoned by the doctor to 
return to the hospital immediately. He 
reached the delivery room door at 1:35 
a.m., fifty seconds before his son was 
born. He’d made fast time. 

“It’s a boy, Evy” 

For Evy. there was pain, exhaustion, a 
moment of triumph when Anthony was 
born, Jimmy’s fingers stroking her hair, 
and then a drugged six hours of sleep. 

Still lying on th^ delivery table and al¬ 
ready half-asleep from the anaesthetic, she 
told him. “We have a boy. jimmy.” 

“No,” he teased, his mouth hidden be¬ 
hind a white mask "we have a little girl.’’ 

“That’s right she said, sleepily slur¬ 
ring the words, “we have a little girl.” 

“No, no,” he insisted, angry at himself 
for his teasing. “It $ a boy. Evy. A seven 
pound boy. We have another son.” 

But she was already asleep and couldn’t 
hear him. 

He kissed her sleeping lips. For James 
Darren, there was only triumph. 

When Jimmy, his first son. was born 
six years ago, Janies Darren was terrified. 
He was twenty-one years old. one-half of 
a mixed marriage that did not have the 
approval either of his own Catholic par¬ 
ents or his wife’s Jewish parents. He and 
Gloria thought that their love was enough. 
But—of course—it wasn’t. When Jimmy 
was less than two years old. they were di¬ 
vorced. 

When he and Evy had Christian, three 
years ago, Darren was just as terrified. He 
had been married to Evy nine months and 
one week when Christian was born. It 
had been nine months of shifting their 
home from Los Angeles to Greece to Lon¬ 
don to New York and then back to Los 
Angeles barely three days before Chris¬ 
tian was born. It had been nine months 
of quarrels and tension and exhaustion. 
When he held Christian for the first time, 
all he could think of was his three-year- 
old son who no longer recognized him, and 
he could only ask himself bitterly if he 
was trading in a used model son for a 
new one. 

When Anthony was born, there was 
triumph. 

At twenty-seven. Jimmy Darren is— 
for the first time in his life—satisfied. He 
wears his graying hair proudly, boasting 
that “Four of my uncles were prematurely 
P gray. One of them even had completely 
white hair at twenty-five. I refuse to let 
the studio dye my hair now. It makes me 
look mature, and I like it. It feels good.” 
90 6 



He sprawls in a chair, defenseless. A 
year ago, he sat tensely, ready to spring 
at a danger that might come from any¬ 
where. Today he feels there is no danger, 
and the sullenness that has always dis¬ 
torted his handsome Italian features has 
disappeared. He seems relaxed, amiable, 
and—if not overflowing—at least half-filled 
with the milk of human kindness. 

“I don’t think I ever felt more secure 
personally,” he says. “It’s incredible, being 
fortunate enough to have a family like 
the one I have. I’m an old man. I’ll be 
twenty-eight soon. That depresses me. 
People want so many things to happen, 
and time passes and the things don’t hap¬ 
pen. But sometimes you have something 
to show for time. Like children. 

“I’m easily satisfied right now. My 
career is important as a means of support¬ 
ing my family and as being the only way 
I would like to support them. But if I 
suddenly lost my career, I wouldn’t go to 
pieces now. I’m better able to face reality 
than I was a few years ago. 

“Sure, I want to get ahead fast. Sure. 
I want to be a star. Evy says, ‘You’re 
not a leading man yet. Jimmy,’ and she’s 
right. In this chewed-up business, a man 
rarely becomes a star today before he has 
the maturity that comes around the age 
of thirty. I can wait. What I want to do is 
just keep busy until then; do as many 
pictures as I can so long as they’re not 
trash; make as much money as I can and 
invest it for security; and enjoy my life. 
It’s all I can do. I can’t just go out and 
become mature .” 

The ironic thing is that he has done 
exactly that during the four years of his 
second marriage. Most of the lack of ten¬ 
sion that is so startling a part of him now 
comes from having solved some of the 
difficult problems of being alive. 

When Darren returned from ten months 
in Europe three years ago. he found a 
three-year-old son who did not recognize 
him. He was already disturbed from the 
guilt of having “ abandoned ” Jimmy by 
divorcing Gloria, and he was worried over 
the safety of his second marriage. Even 
after a year of being married to Evy, he 
was not sure he completely trusted her 
or could completely trust anyone again. 

“You’re not my daddy” 

“My love for Jimmy kept a terrible 
thing from happening then,” Darren says. 
“But it was hard, so hard. I had only 
expected to be gone three months, not ten. 
When I came back, Jimmy didn’t remem¬ 
ber me. ‘You’re not my daddy,’ he said. 

“That was the worst thing that could 
have happened to me. I had Christian, and 
I suppose I could have tried to make 
Christian enough, but I could never have 
lived with myself if I had neglected my 
son. I had no right to bring him into the 
world and then neglect him because I 
wasn’t living in the same house. It would 
be like saying to Christian, ‘Look, you’re 
my son now, but you won’t be if I ever 
divorce your mother.’ ” 

Week after week Darren drove his black 
Porsche to his ex-wife’s house. 

“I’ve come to take you out, Jimmy.” 

“I don’t want to go with you.” 

“Please come, Jimmy. We’ll have fun.” 

“No. I don’t want to go with you.” 

Week after week he raced the Porsche 
away from the house in rage and frustra¬ 


tion, dissipating the rage with reckless 
speed. Then he returned home to Evy and 
to Christian and to all the adjustments an 
angry man and a stubborn woman must 
make during the first years of marriage. 

Evy felt sorry for him those long 
months when he returned wounded after 
visiting his son. But she was also “young 
and selfish and stupid and afraid of com¬ 
petition from Jimmy’s work and his first 
marriage and his first son.” When his de¬ 
pression turned first to sulkiness and then 
to anger, her compassion also turned to 
anger. And the evenings ended in bitter 
quarrels. 

One week, sensing something different 
in his son, “You’re going to come with 
me, Jimmy,” Darren finally said. “I took 
the whole day off to see you. and I’m not 
going to waste it.” 

Without protest, the boy moved towards 
the car. 

That first triumph was just the middle 
of the struggle. Jimmy went—but only 
because he was bribed with toys, with ice 
cream, with Disneyland and amusement 
parks. And his first question was always. 
“What are you going to buy me today?” 
It was a long time more before the final 
answer to that question could be: 

“I’m not going to buy you anything.” 

“Okay, Daddy.” 

With Darren’s acceptance by his son 
came a confidence that he had never felt 
before, a confidence in himself as a fa 
ther and a person. He had the confidence 
to start doing something about a marriage 
that had had what Evy calls “a terrible 
terrible first year. Before we were mar¬ 
ried. everything was fun. We drove and 
laughed and quarreled and made up ten 
minutes later. Then, suddenly, we had to 
adjust to marriage and to each other and 
to a baby, and it wasn’t fun any more.” 

“People are really not made to be living 
together,” says Darren. “They’re too dif¬ 
ferent. In a happy marriage, you just 
finally learn to live with the other person’s 
faults.” 

“We have a happy marriage now,” Evy 
adds. She characterizes her husband as 
“beautiful, good, extremely affectionate— 
and bad. But the badness is only because 
of his temper. Basically he’s very nice, 
and I love him. But we’ll always have 
conflicts because you can’t change any¬ 
one else. You can only change yourself. 
The greatest, happiest marriage I know 
of is the marriage of Veronique and Greg¬ 
ory Peck. But we can’t imitate them be¬ 
cause the things Veronique does for Greg 
are things Jimmy would never allow me 
to do. When Greg’s working, she goes to 
the set and sits there all day, and he talks 
over everything with her. Jimmy would 
hate to have me on the set. So we’ve had 
to find a different pattern for our life.” 

Darren already restless 

The pattern they have chosen owes 
more to the middle class New Jersey world 
in which Darren grew up than it owes to 
Hollywood. It may change if Darren’s new 
seven-picture contract w r ith Universal-In¬ 
ternational pushes him over the hump to 
real stardom. But, as of now, they live in 
a relatively small house in one of the can¬ 
yons. They have only owned the house for 
a year, but Darren is already restless to 
buy a new house, one with “at least an 
acre of land for the children to run on. 












Children need a place to run and run 
and run.” Evy drives Christian to nursery 
school three mornings a week. She has no 
maid. Although she was under contract 
to a studio herself before her marriage, 
she will not return to acting. 

Darren’s oldest son stays with them 
every weekend, and the two boys share a 
room with the baby. At the fairly frequent 
parties the Darrens give, the women sit in 
the living room and talk while the men 
play pool in a downstairs den that Dar¬ 
ren and his father built from the garage. 
Darren is amazingly good at building and 
fixing things, and he finds a special satis¬ 
faction in working with his hands. 

His aim in life is to be really success¬ 
ful in his profession and “to raise children 
who are healthy mentally and physically.” 
He believes in disciplined, orderly chil¬ 
dren. He believes also that a father “should 


not be buddy-buddy with his children. 
They don’t want it and they don’t need it. 
They need him to be a father, not a 
friend.” 

He has a strong relationship with his 
own father and he will never change his 
name legally. “Only two boys—my brother, 
John, and I—carry the name of Ercolani. 
It’s a good Italian name and I like it. It 
belongs to me, and I want to hand it on 
to my three sons.” 

For a moment he seems startled by 
what he has just said. Then he smiles— 
an easy, broad, relaxed as a kitten with 
a stomach full of warm milk smile—and 
repeats—with pleasure, pride, and confi¬ 
dence—“to my three sons.” 

—Aljean Harmetz 

See Jimmy in “For Those Who Think 
Young,” UA, and “The Lively Set,” U-I. 
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abandoning her Italian nationality so that 
her Mexican marriage to producer Carlo 
Ponti could finally be recognized? And 
what was she planning to do about the 
child she so desperately wanted? 

Sophia, with typical courtesy, had come 
to meet me. And as I looked at her sit¬ 
ting in the car, at her too-big eyes, too- 
wide mouth and too-large teeth, I thought 
of what her friend Vittorio de Sica 
once called her: Much woman. And much 
woman she is. 

But this is a time of heartbreak for 
the girl born an urchin in Naples. There 
is, she now knows, no hope at all of her 
Mexican proxy marriage to Carlo ever 
being recognized in Italy. (He was mar¬ 
ried before, to Giuliana Fiastri, and his 
Mexican divorce is not acknowledged by 
Rome.) On top of this, Sophia has lived 
with a threat of prosecution for bigamy 
for six years. 

It may never come to court. But should 
she have a child, there is no doubt in her 
mind that they will throw the book at 
her. And the penalty could be up to five 
years in prison! Incredible, but true. 

Not another illegitimate child 

Sophia herself is illegitimate. The last 
thing she wants to do is bring another 
illegitimate child into the world. But what 
can she do? She is twenty-nine now; she 
cannot wait forever. It looks as though 
the only answer is for her to abandon 
the country she loves; to quit Italy and 
take out another nationality. But could 
she do it? Could she, the woman who is 
as Neapolitan as spaghetti, who pined 
for her beloved Bay of Naples all the 
time she was in Hollywood, be truly happy 
as anything but an Italian? 

That is what I had come to Rome to 
find out. 

“I am not bitter,” she said, looking at 


me with those great eyes. “This thing 
has been hanging over my head too long 
for that. But I just don’t know what to 
do. Carlo says we may have to take out 
different nationality. But that is not easy. 
It takes ten years to become Swiss, for 
instance. And, of course, one cannot change 
one’s heart. Even if I became Japanese, 
I would still feel Neapolitan. 

“De Sica laughs at me,” she said, “be¬ 
cause there is only one man in my life. 
I met Carlo when I was fourteen and a 
half, you know, when I was skinny and 
unattractive. And there has never been 
anyone else. We are a one-man family. 
My mother met my father and never loved 
again. My sister Maria met Romano and 
knew he was the one. I met Carlo. 

“In a way we are lucky, we Neapolitans. 
We grow up early. We do not waste time 
dreaming of handsome young men with 
fast cars. We know sex and passion do 
not last long. Only emotionally immature 
people expect that they should. 

“People say I married Carlo because I 
wanted a father (Ponti is nearly forty- 
nine, twenty years her senior). Well, that 
is partly true. But I married him for other 
things, too. For simpatico , for tranquility, 
for security. Remember, my mother and 
father were not married and I needed 
that security. Carlo gave it to me. And 
since I married him I have never been 
unfaithful to him. And I never will. There 
are many suitable men but very few suit¬ 
able life partners.” 

She gazed out of the window of the 
speeding car. There was a half-smile on 
her face. 

“You know,” she said, “because of my 
parents I grew up hating men. I never 
forgot how one day when I was very young 
my father wired my mother begging her 
to go and rescue him from some woman 
with whom he was involved. My mother 
didn’t go and my father married the 
woman. For a child it was all terrifying. 
Even today when I see my father I can 
never be relaxed with him. 

“My mother, you know, is still full of 
bitterness. She keeps to herself. And in her 
mind she keeps going over old grudges. 
She was a truly beautiful woman, you 
know, and a fine pianist. But my father 
gave her a bad time. We were very poor. 

“Poverty may spur ambition, but it also 
makes people angry. I grew up to the 
sound of anger and screams. I try and 
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try but I can never remember any of the 
happy things that must have happened in 
my childhood.” She paused then, silent. 

“A child is what I want” 

Suddenly I saw her eyes were moist. 

“A child,” she said. “That is what 1 
want more than anything else in the world. 
But it is impossible. We are not legally 
married; the child would be illegitimate. 
And Carlo would need his wife’s per¬ 
mission to pass on his name to any child 
we had. 

“There was a train crash here not long 
ago, and a little boy was orphaned. I 
hoped to adopt him. but at the last moment 
they found he had an aunt. It was very, 
very sad. I cried for hours. 

“I envy any woman—the humblest peas¬ 
ant here in Italy—who can have a child 
in the tranquility of a marriage no one 
can challenge. We Neapolitans feel strong¬ 
ly for children, you know. 

“Fortunately my sister Maria has a won¬ 
derful baby, Sandra. I see her every day. 
She is just nine months old and an en¬ 
chanting child. She helps take my mind 
off my own sadness. 

“I am her godmother, and they even 
made trouble for me over that. The Vati¬ 
can didn’t approve of my taking part in 


the baptism; others wrote that it was ter¬ 
rible that a public sinner like me had been 
given a position of such responsibility.” 

She shook her head. “Trouble,” she said. 
“Nothing but trouble.” 

I took her hand. I have known her, I 
suppose, for ten years. We have been in 
Hollywood together, in Vienna, in London 
and in Paris. I have been swimming with 
her from the big launch she keeps just 
outside Rome and I have been driving 
with her around Madrid. I have seen her 
weather the storms and the hurts and the 
sadnesses and come through smiling. 

I saw her when she came back to Rome 
from Hollywood three years ago, when 
her stock was low indeed after a series 
of mediocre films. When the outlook 
seemed very black. 

And I was with her when Cary Grant 
telephoned to tell her she had won the 
Oscar for “Two Women”—the film in 
which, her stunning figure swathed in rags, 
her hair combed with a garden rake, 
stripped of all makeup and artifice, she 
turned in a performance of staggering 
virtuosity. A magnificent performance. 

“Fighting for something wonderful" 

Today Sophia Loren is a super-star, able 
to earn a million dollars a year and more 


from her films. She has been hailed by 
shrewd observers such as Stanley Kramer 
as potentially one of the greatest actresses 
in the world. 

No female star is more loved. Cary 
Grant adores her; so does Peter Sellers; 
so does Bill Holden. Gable worshipped 
her. 

And every day, in the mail, letters pour 
in from all over Italy. The little people 
are on her side. 

“Perhaps,” she says, “because I am 
fighting for something rather wonderful: 
the right to be in love.” 

We drew up outside my hotel and she 
looked around her, at the bustling traffic 
of the Via Veneto, at the smartly dressed 
men and women thronging the sidewalks 
and sipping early evening aperitifs al 
Doney’s and the Cafe de Paris. 

“This is my country,” she said. “I love 
it. I could never leave it. I love America. 
I love England. But I am Italian. What¬ 
ever happens, I cannot change. Was ever 
a woman faced with such a choice—my 
country or my child? I do not think so.' 

And she shook her head. 

—Charles Portland 

Sophia’s in “Yesterday. Today and To¬ 
morrow,” for Embassy. Her next is “Fall 
of the Roman Empire,” for Paramount. 
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memories, the links with the past, with 
those beautiful and lost days, would fade 
“But he will not forget his father,” Jac¬ 
queline Kennedy thought now, sitting there 
in the library of her new and husband¬ 
less home. “He—and Caroline—will not 
forget.” 

She closed her eyes suddenly. She re¬ 
membered something Jack had once told 
her about himself when he was a boy— 
words to this effect: “You’ve got to pic¬ 
ture me as this little boy, sick so much ol 
the time, reading in bed, reading history, 
reading the Knights of the Round Table, 
reading Marlborough. For me, history was 
full of living heroes. And if it made me 
this way—if it made me see the heroes— 
maybe other boys will see. Maybe other 
people will see.” 

Her eyes remained closed. “Yes,” she 
thought, “—other people will see. Your 
children, among them, will see.” 

And she promised now, so help her, that 
his death would not be the end of him— 
that he would be remembered, forever, as 
a living person—as a living person. 

And she pledged now that her children, 
especially, would remember their father 
as a living person. And that Jack, her dear 
Jack, would continue to live through his 
children. And that through the children, 
p she would continue to live. 

And that they would never be separated 
from one another—not really. Because he 
would never be far from their hearts. 


“Never. . . ” 

Her voice was soft now, but resolved 

“Never. . . ” 

It was her promise and her pledge. 

There was a time not too many years 
ago—and this is no secret to those in the 
know—when Jacqueline Bouvier Kennedy 
considered herself pure Bouvier, though 
her married name just happened to be 
Kennedy. She felt herself to be French in 
origin and instinct. She read French history 
and poetry, shopped extensively at Dioi 
and Givenchy, sought out those who spoke 
the “mother” language, and she furnished 
her honeymoon house with all manner of 
Louis XIV and XV antiques. One had the 
distinct feeling, back then, that though 
she had fallen in love and married an 
Irish-American, this was nothing more 
than a biological accident. Because she 
had. at the time, no more of a rapport with 
things Irish than a bernaise sauce had with 
a pot of corned beef and cabbage 

Death changed all that 

There was a time, too—early in her mar¬ 
riage—when Jacqueline Kennedy made it 
quite clear to the rest of the Kennedys 
that she had no intention of becoming “one 
of them” and joining in their quaint and 
celebrated family games—touch football- 
wise and others. 

She was, in short, an in-law who strove 
hard to remain independent—and a law 
unto herself. And it seemed quite likely 
that her influence would extend, in time, to 
her children. 

But on the death of her husband, this 
picture changed. 

To writer Theodore H. White, shortly 
after the funeral, and in answer to a per¬ 
sistent rumor that she would soon leave 
the United States and travel abroad in 
order to assuage her grief, Jackie an¬ 
swered : “I’m never going to live in Europe, 
and I’m not going to travel extensively 


abroad. That’s a desecration. I’m going to 
live in the places I lived with Jack. In 
Georgetown and with the Kennedys at 
the Cape. They’re my family now.” 

As for the “Irish question,” the afore¬ 
mentioned Edward Kosner recently wrote: 
“Suddenly Jack Kennedy’s Irish heritage 
has special meaning for her (Jackie). She 
changed the name of her new Virginia 
hunt-country house from Atoka to Wex¬ 
ford, after his ancestral county. Adding a 
Presidential motif—a fist clutching ar¬ 
rows, framed in olive branches—to the 
Kennedy family seal, she used the design 
on the cards of thanks mailed to VIP’s 
who had sent condolences. In a nostalgic 
moment with JFK’s Irish-American lieu¬ 
tenants, she referred to herself, with pride 
and gentle humor, as ‘Bridey’ Kennedy. 

“Unpredictably,” Kosner goes on, “she 
has found special comfort in the company 
of these men of the Irish Mafia, that in¬ 
tensely loyal band of Boston pals who 
helped John Kennedy win the White 
House and served him there. Once, the 
‘Murphia’ were little more than amiable 
strangers with whom she shared her hus¬ 
band. Now, they have years of precious 
memories in common.” 

It was recently revealed that some¬ 
time after her period of mourning ends, 
Jackie would like to take the children to 
Ireland for a visit. 

This may seem strange at first—and 
perhaps rightly—to a lot of people. When 
Jack went to Dublin and Wexford last 
year, Jackie—who was pregnant at the 
time, was not with him. Chances are, even 
if she weren’t pregnant, she’d have had 
no real desire to go. France with its Paris. 
India with its Taj Mahal, Greece with its 
Parthenon, Italy with its everything—yes. 
But Ireland, with its pubs and pretty green 
hedges and scarred old potato fields— 
why? 

But after the funeral, back at the White 
House, at the reception for all the foreign 














bigwigs, dignitaries who had come to pay 
their condolences, Jackie spotted—among 
the crowd—a sweet and shy-looking young 
woman, plainly dressed, in her mid-twen¬ 
ties. When they were introduced Jackie 
learned that the girl was a cousin of 
Jack’s, who had been flown from Ireland 
—that very same day—in order to attend 
the funeral. 

The two spoke briefly. For a long mo¬ 
ment then, Jackie stared at the girl, then 
kissed her on the cheek. And in parting 
she said to the girl, “I’m very sorry I 
wasn’t able to visit you and the other rela¬ 
tives last time. But one day—not too long 
from now—I shall make up for it. And I 
shall bring the children.” 

She indicated that she wanted now for 
Caroline and John to see the land from 
which her husband’s forebears had come. 
And to meet the good people, the des¬ 
cendants of those Kennedys who had re¬ 
mained behind back in the 1840s, but who 
were still a part of them and a part of 
their father and of his father, too. 

His people are hers now 


Meanwhile, Jackie sits evenings in the 
living room of her Georgetown house and 
talks with Jack’s old Irish-American 
triends on this side of the Atlantic—his 
former White House advisers Kenneth 
O’Donnell, Larry O’Brien, Dave Powers. 
And with the Irish-American family Jackie 
now refers to as “my family”—the Ken¬ 
nedys. Bobby and Ted, Eunice and Jean, 
mother Rose, the others. 

“It’s as if,” comments a friend, “she 
wants to become more Kennedy herself, 
now that Jack is gone. So that she can 
raise the children to be true Kennedys. 
To be as gay as they. As strong. As in¬ 
telligent. To be as dedicated as they to 
the idea of serving—one’s community, 
one’s nation, and one another.” 

Notes another friend: “Her entire aim 
now seems to be to gather as many peo¬ 
ple about her who knew and loved Jack, 
so that his memory remains alive for her. 
And so that, as celebrant of his memory, 
she will have story upon story about their 
father to pass on to the children. . . . 
Now nothing must be lost. With the fer¬ 
vor of a curator, she culls the memories 
of those she talks with for anecdotes about 
her husband, especially from his White 
House years.” 

Many of these stories will be, in time, 
available not only to Caroline and John- 
John, but to all the American people. The 
plan is to put them on tape, as told by the 
person or persons who were actually in¬ 
volved in the stories, and then to place 
these tapes in the proposed John F. 
Kennedy memorial library on the Harvard 
University campus. 

This idea, by the way, is reportedly 
Jacqueline’s—“a unique attempt,” as some¬ 
one has said, “to keep her husband’s 
history living history . . . personal, and 
vivid and of the moment.” 

Some of the stories to be taped are 
little known—and touching. Stories of how 
JFK interceded for able government aides 
shunted aside through red tape or bu¬ 
reaucratic bungling. The story of how he 
once notified each of his World War II 
shipmates from the PT-109 that they, 
above all other men—kings and ministers 
and premiers and such—had ready and 
immediate access to his office wh^ ^ver 
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he was and whenever they needed him. 

Some of the stories are humorous—like 
this one told by New York Herald Tribune 
writer Bill Haddad: “Once, not too long 
ago, Kennedy set out to ‘harass’ one of his 
Congressional buddies by calling him at 
just about the time the final glass of wine 
was being poured at a candlelight dinner. 
‘Congressman,’ the President would start, 
‘there is an urgent matter which has just 
come up.’ And then the President would 
launch into a discussion of some obscure 
piece of legislation. . . . The Congress¬ 
man told friends: ‘What do you do? After 
all he is the President, and I can’t just 
hang up on him!’” 

Continues Haddad: “His light touch 
even filtered through to more serious mat¬ 
ters. Once, when he needed to borrow a 
key man from a hard-pressed agency, he 
sent this wire to the reluctant top man: 
“ ‘Ask not what your country can do 
for you, but what you can do for your 
country’!” 

Some of the stories which Jackie now 
collects are not so much stories as word- 
pictures of her late husband—among 
which a favorite is said to be this one, 
written by reporter-humorist Fletcher 
Knebel: “Jack Kennedy can quote from 
the classics, poke fun at himself, be as 
aloof as Charles de Gaulle or as convivial 
as an Irish baritone, eat gallons of fish 
chowder, fume like dry ice, drive a car 
like a fugitive from justice, go weeks with¬ 
out wearing a hat, read esoteric French 
philosophy, take three showers a day, face 
physical hazards without a ripple of 
nerves, lead others with assurance, be 
casually gracious, nap anywhere at any 
time, play practical jokes, remember a 
fact or a face for decades and qualify, 
in the words of one university adviser, 
as ‘a guaranteed, certified egghead.’ ” 

Some of the stories are little-known side¬ 
lights on well-known incidents. Like this 
one which Jackie recently heard told by 
one of JFK’s aides—and which she may 


one day tell to her children in a manner 
something like this: “There was, once, an 
American girl named Marjorie. She was 
one of the first volunteers in a program 
started by your daddy soon after he be¬ 
came President, and called the Peace 
Corps. She was sent to serve for two 
years in a faraway country, a rather 
backward place but with a great pride 
about it. 

“So Marjorie arrived there one day. 
And what she saw of the living conditions 
rather surprised her. And one night she 
found herself writing a postcard to a 
friend back home, telling the friend of 
what she’d seen. 

“Unfortunately, Marjorie lost the post¬ 
card before she had a chance to mail it. 
Unfortunately, it was discovered by some 
students of this faraway land, who were 
highly insulted at what they read. 

A furor remembered 

“It was a terrible time for a while. Your 
daddy was in an awful fix. Here was his 
program, his dream—so new, and for 
which he’d had such high hopes—but al¬ 
ready in trouble. And here was a girl 
named Marjorie, who had unwittingly 
caused the trouble, in the middle of it 
now—criticized and laughed at by millions 
of people throughout the world. 

“In time. I’m happy to say, your daddy 
managed to convince the citizens of the 
faraway land not to be offended. And in 
time, happily, they seemed to forget the 
incident. 

“But Marjorie didn’t forget. And when 
word came to your daddy that Marjorie 
was very saddened by what had happened 
—terribly hurt herself—he stopped what 
he was doing. He went to his office. He 
picked up his pen. And for half-an-hour, he 
sat alone and wrote a personal letter to 
Marjorie. 

“He wrote to her that in all his life he 
had never met a human being who did 


not make mistakes. He asked her not to 
mind the critics—just as he always tried 
not to mind them. He told her that he had 
never met her, but that he had very warm 
feelings for her, because she had proven 
her true worth the day she’d volunteered 
to sacrifice a lot of personal pleasures so 
that she could go out into the world and 
try—as best she could—to help some peo¬ 
ple less fortunate than she. He wrote that 
for this alone he respected her, blessed 
her, and would be eternally thankful to 
her:” 

Perhaps the loveliest of all the White 
House reminiscences is the one told by 
Jackie about the evenings she and Jack 
often spent together, after he’d come up¬ 
stairs from a long and hard day, after the 
receptions and the meetings and the con¬ 
ferences were over, and the children were 
in bed. and they’d had their dinner quietly 
and alone together, and were ready to turn 
in: “At night, before we’d go to bed, he 
would love to play a certain record, the 
score from the musical ‘Camelot’; and the 
song he loved most came at the very end 
of that record. The lines he loved to hear 
were. ‘Don’t ever let it be forgot, that once 
there was a spot, for one brief shining mo¬ 
ment that was known as Camelot—and it 
will never be that way again’. . . . There 
will be great Presidents again—and the 
Johnsons are wonderful to me. But there 
never will be another Camelot again. 
Never—another Camelot. . . .” 

These then are the stories . . . the 
memories . . . just a few of the many . . . 
which Jackie now gathers. And which she 
will one day tell her children. And which 
the rest of the nation, hopefully—on com¬ 
pletion of the JFK memorial library—will 
also get to hear. 

All part of a pledge and promise which 
Jacqueline Kennedy once made, lovingly, 
to Jack—her husband. 

And which, lovingly, she keeps. 

For their children. 

For us all. — Ed Df.Blasio 
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words. Another famous star’s husband. 
Mickey Hargitay, didn’t go so far as to 
take a poke at the photographer who shot 
those now infamous Playboy nudes of his 
wife, Jayne Mansfield, but the muscles in 
Mr. Universe’s shoulders did ripple omi¬ 
nously, and his fists did clench and un¬ 
clench nervously as he told the lensman 
just what he thought of the whole situa¬ 
tion. 

When the photographer showed up at 
Jayne and Mickey’s house in California 
(yes, now it can be told; some of those 
Playboy pix were shot not in Europe but 
in the Hargitay s’ pink palazzo), Jayne 
p hadn’t arrived yet, but Mickey was there. 
The guest room had been set up with the 
necessary lights and props for the photo¬ 
graphing, but Mickey was in no mood to 


have guests, whether cameramen or not. 

He sat in a chair, seemingly relaxed, and 
quietly voiced his objections to Jayne’s 
posing. She didn’t need this kind of pub¬ 
licity. He was proud of his wife’s body, 
but there was no reason for her to shed 
all her clothes and appear before the 
cameras in the nude. It was unnecessary 
for her career, and didn’t reflect her true 
personality. 

All calm. All subdued. All without tem¬ 
per. Only the movements of his shoulders 
and the flexing of his fingers betrayed the 
depth of his feelings. 

When Jayne entered, Mickey repeated 
his objections. 

Jayne stated her case: the shots will be 
good for her career; they are merely some 
scenes from the movie she made in Europe, 
“Promises, Promises!,” and if it was all 
right to make the film, it’s all right to 
publicize it; Playboy had agreed in writ¬ 
ing that the photos would be used in con¬ 
text to illustrate the making of a motion 
picture; public taste is more sophisticated 
than it once was. 

Mickey was unconvinced. 

Then Jayne put forth the clinching argu¬ 
ment, literally and figuratively (quite a 
figure!). These are just re-shots of photos 
that have already been taken of her on the 


set in Europe, and this re-shooting is just 
to insure that the finished photos will be 
of the best quality, that they will reveal 
her figure and face to their best advantage. 
You want me to look my best, don’t you? 
she asked, and she put her arms around 
him and gave him a kiss. 

The giant melted. 

A little later the cameras began clicking. 

Convincing the giant 

Months later, when Photoplay caught 
up with Mickey and Jayne in Atlantic City, 
New Jersey, where they were starring in a 
night club act, Mickey countered our ques¬ 
tion, “How did you feel when your wife 
posed nude?,” with a rhetorical question 
of his own, “Would you like your wife to 
get out there and take her clothes off?” 

But while we were still pondering his 
question, he pressed on. “I felt like any 
other husband would. I didn’t like it.” 

“But then I examined myself. ‘They’re 
beautiful photos,’ I said. ‘Any other hus¬ 
band would be proud to have his wife 
look as she does.’ ” 

Mickey went on to assert that after this 
self-examination, he concluded that the 
pictures didn’t embarrass him because 
they’re beautiful, “just stills from a movie.” 









Then, again in answer to our direct 
question, he blurted out, “If the layout of 
those pictures had been submitted to me 
for my okay, I must admit I d have torn 
them up.” 

Tear up nude pictures of his wife—that’s 
just what another husband, Eddie Fisher, 
is alleged to have done when he was 
shown photos of Liz Taylor posing in her 
birthday suit. 

Here’s how one magazine reported the 
incident. “Still shots of Cleo in her bath 
were to be distributed to the press, but 
Eddie grabbed the negatives and tore 
them to bits. . . . The bath was hot enough 
to make Fisher boil. 

“After this temper tantrum, he was 
barred from the ‘Cleopatra’ set. And Liz 
went right on peeling. 

“Richard Burton says Liz in the nude is 
a truly magnificent vista. 

“ ‘They did a breathtaking shot of Eliza¬ 
beth lying absolutely naked on a day bed,’ 
he confided to London newsmen. ‘That 
ought to be good for around twenty mil¬ 
lion on its own.’ ” 

Now 7 with the exception of the fact that 
Liz did pose in the nude and Burton did 
say what he’s supposed to have said, the 
rest of story just isn’t true. 

In fact, it was Eddie, knowing that a 
scene was about to be shot in which 
Cleopatra receives a massage from one of 
her handmaidens, who suggested that Liz 
be photographed in the nude. “Do it prop¬ 
erly and artistically,” was his one request. 

“Nothing to hide” 


Liz herself, according to columnist Earl 
Wilson, was irritated by such devices as 
black lace screens and a “Positively No 
Admittance” sign on the sound stage door, 
designed to protect her modesty. “I’ve 
nothing to hide,” Liz said and demanded 
the sign be removed. 

We have two first-hand (one eye-wit¬ 
ness) reports of what went on during the 
filming of the famous “Cleopatra” nude 
scene, and both put the lie to the charge 
that Eddie flipped when he saw the nega¬ 
tives of the still shots taken at the same 
time the movie scene was filmed. 

The first account is by “Cleo” producer 
Walter Wanger. In a diary entry dated 
December 13. 1961, he wrote: 

“Liz does the nude scene. . . . 

“JLM (director Joseph L. Mankiewicz) 
arranged for the tightest security precau¬ 
tions on Stage 5 where the scene was to be 
filmed in Cleopatra’s bath—an elaborate 
square of marble with statuary spouting 
water. The set was fenced in and heaters 
placed around so Liz would not be cold. 

“Only the minimum crew necessary for 
the actual shooting was used. No visitors 
were allowed on set other than Eddie and 
Roddy McDowall, a close friend of Eliza¬ 
beth’s, who had been given special per¬ 
mission to take still photographs of the 
scene. 

“The only members of the cast on stage 
were the handmaidens who were to do the 
massaging. 

“When JLM commenced preparations 
to shoot, I left the set but arranged with 
our own still photographer who was cover¬ 
ing the scene to turn his negatives directly 
over to me. That way I would have control 
of the pictures so there would be no leaks 
to the press.” 

The other report is from an eye-witness, 
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“Cleo” publicist Jack Brodsky, who by his 
own admission shouldn’t have been on the 
set at all. 

He, too, wrote of the incident, in a let¬ 
ter dated Rome, December 13. In it he 
said: “I just happened to stroll on and 
stood next to Bob Penn, who was told that 
his negatives were to be given directly to 
Wanger. I waited for someone to chase 
me, and I already had my story prepared 
about how important it was to my work, 
but Mank probably figured, ‘Give the kid 
a break.’ Anyway, Liz was adjusted by 
Eddie himself and the crew seemed to be 
occupied with what they were doing. Bob 
Penn snapped away and I sort of shuffled 
from one foot to another, trying to look 
businesslike.” 

The aftermath: no tearing of negatives, 
no twisting in torment by Eddie. 

Here’s how Wanger tells it: “(December 
15, 1961) Saw the stills of Liz in the nude 
and they were as artistic as we hoped they 
would be. JLM felt the scene came off 
beautifully. I gave our negatives to Eddie 
so we could never be blamed for exploit¬ 
ing them.” 

Adds Brodsky: “The next day, we de¬ 
livered the negatives and prints to Eddie 
and Liz and I looked over their shoulders 
as they scanned the material. It’s quite an 
experience, looking at naked photos of a 
guy’s wife, with the wife and husband 
present.” 

But it didn’t seem to bother Eddie— 
then, although there’s no way of knowing 
how he felt later when those bare but¬ 
tocks shots of his wife—some of the ones 
Roddy McDowall had snapped—showed 
up in Playboy. By that time, Eddie wasn’t 
talking to Liz—or about Liz—to anyone. 

One mystery remains, however: who’s 
got Bob Penn’s negatives? Eddie? If so, 
we wonder how Liz feels about that? 

Jack’s a gentleman 

There’s little question about how Car- 
roll Baker’s husband, Jack Garfein, feels 
about his wife’s posing in the nude. He 
approves, or so he is gentleman enough to 
say. 

When Carroll herself was asked, “Do 
you give a lot of thought as to whether 
you should do nude scenes?,” she an¬ 
swered, “Yes. That’s an advantage of show 
business people being married to each 
other. They understand, where maybe an 
attorney or doctor wouldn’t.” 

When asked directly (in relation to 
“Sahara 6”), “And your husband, Jack, 
approved of you going nude?,” she re¬ 
plied, “I was very nervous about it. We 
discuss many things. If it’s his project, 
though, it’s his decision. If it’s my project, 
it’s my decision. After seeing the rushes, 
Jack said, ‘Carroll, it’s very beautiful— 
and it’s up to you.’ ” 

But that was all B.C.—before “Carpet¬ 
baggers.” In that film she had to pose not 
only in a bare back scene (“I’m not a 
show-off by nature, but the scene was so 
important to the picture that I felt I had 
to do it,” Carroll says, adding she felt 
“mighty nervous” and doubted she’d do it 
again), but also in just a two-piece boa. a 
bit of fluff here and there, as she cavorted 
on a chandelier until it collapsed. 

How about husband Jack? What did he 
feel as his wife peeled and posed? 
Nothing. That’s right. Nothing. 

You see, he wasn’t there. He’d been 


barred from the set. For his own good? 

Back when Carroll was making a cos¬ 
tume test for “The Carpetbaggers”—try¬ 
ing on a low-cut, transparent negligee for 
one scene (that was right after she’d por¬ 
trayed Saint Veronica in “The Greatest 
Story Ever Told”)—she was asked by cos¬ 
tume-designer Edith Head. “Are you think¬ 
ing of what your husband will say about 
this negligee?” 

“No,” Carroll said. “I’m thinking what 
Saint Veronica will say.” 

Husband Jack Garfein said later, “I have 
approved of the scenes she did in ‘The 
Carpetbaggers,’ although I haven’t seen 
them yet. Carroll barred me off the set. 
She said my being there would make her 
nervous. 

“I approved each time because it was 
in the context of the story. For actresses 
to do supposed nude scenes and wear some 
kind of flesh-colored tape is ridiculous! 
All the authors, John O’Hara and the 
rest, are depicting love realistically. Why 
shouldn’t actresses do it?” 

What bothers Carroll herself about do¬ 
ing these nude scenes is not her mother’s 
reaction (“Carroll, you lead a quiet home 
life and you’re a good wife and mother, 
but something seems to get into you when 
you make a picture”), or the pounding on 
her door by a “TV repairman” who de¬ 
manded to be let in to fix her TV set at 
ten o’clock at night, or the mashers follow¬ 
ing her along the street, or the need to 
move to a new address to protect herself 
and her two children, or the fact that 
“Sahara 6” will probably be banned in the 
United States, or the cranks and represen¬ 
tatives of so-called “art magazines” who 
phone her (she’s changed her telephone 
number, too), or the heads that still spin 
when she walks onto the Paramount lot in 
supposedly emancipated Hollywood. 

No, what really bugs her—and she’s 
asked a lawyer to try to do something 
about it—is that a British film company 
is exhibiting a nude statue of her in its 
lobby. It’s not the statue itself that she 
objects to, but the fact that it “is my head 
but someone else 9 s body. It was a bit too 
lumpy to be me.” 

But there’s more trouble ahead, about 
which husband Jack, speaking to columnist 
Earl Wilson, has the last word. “An Ital¬ 
ian photographer showed up from Rome. 
After he’d been introduced, he said, ‘How 
about taking your clothes off and swim¬ 
ming in the pool?’ 

“They compromised,” Jack said smiling, 
“on a bikini shot.” 

From Baby Doll to Arlene Dahl is a 
short step. 

Arlene, the ravishing redhead, posed for 
a Playboy Christmas layout which raised a 
lot of eyebrows. (In one shot she is stretch¬ 
ing languorously in a filmy silk negligee, 
while the sun shining from the back re¬ 
veals she has nothing on beneath; in an¬ 
other she is lying on an over-sized bed and 
the negligee molds her breasts and makes 
them prominent; in a third (a double-page 
spread) she is flung across the same bed, 
just a bit of silk draped on her lower 
back; in a fourth she is more decorous 
but no less provocative as she stands peep¬ 
ing over a white fur muff. 

Suzy, the society columnist, took her 
sharply to task. Suzy, among other things, 
made the point that Arlene, as Mrs. Chris 
Holmes, wife of a Texas millionaire and 
the mother of two children, has “an estab¬ 


lished place in society” which she shouldn’t 
endanger by posing in the raw. 

In a gentle rejoinder to the columnist, 
Arlene said, “I agreed to pose for the pic¬ 
tures in the anniversary issue for two rea¬ 
sons: First, I am a working actress, rather 
than a slightly stuffy institution, and pub¬ 
licity is part of my work. Second. I was 
delighted to learn the magazine feels that 
some hope is left for those of us who have 
reached twenty or even thirty years of 
age.” 

But the question was not how the mag¬ 
azine felt, but how did husband Chris 
Holmes feel when his wife posed for what 
Suzy called “nudie” pictures? 

How he felt 

Arlene had the answer, or rather her 
husband’s answer. “My husband says he’s 
always wanted a bunny around the house,” 
she explained. (“Bunny” is the pet-name 
Playboy uses to call the girls who appear 
in photos on its pages.) However, Chris 
Holmes’ bunny is no longer around the 
house. As of this writing, Chris and Arlene 
are separated—though still on friendly 
terms. 

Dr. Milko Skofic, the husband of another 
famous star, Gina Lollobrigida. is also able 
to joke about his wife’s posing nude. And 
Gina smiles along with him. 

Far away and long ago, before she ap¬ 
peared au naturel in “Imperial Venus,” the 
act of discarding her clothes to appear be¬ 
fore the cameras bothered Gina. The fact 
that Yul Brynner, whom she didn’t know, 
arrived on the set of “Solomon and Sheba” 
the day she was scheduled to do a bath¬ 
tub scene didn’t help any. 

Yul, the stranger, was replacing Tyrone 
Power, her friend who had just died, as 
Solomon. “He (Ty) spoke with me last,” 
Gina said, “and I had a terrible shock, 
and really I needed another atmosphere on 
the set to forget what happened.” The 
actress was wearing a flesh-colored bathing 
suit—the kind that Carroll Baker’s hus¬ 
band, Jules Garfein, abhors—but never¬ 
theless she requested that the stage be 
cleared of everyone who didn’t belong 
there. 

“They are stupid,” she said, referring 
to nude bathing scenes. But the show 
must go on and the clothes must come off. 
The cameras whirred. Suddenly, halfway 
through the scene, Gina spotted a stranger 
—it was Yul, she could tell by the way the 
lights glistened on his shaved head—up on 
a ladder snapping still pictures of her with 
a huge telephoto-lensed camera. 

“This wasn’t really the nicest approach.” 
Gina said. 

Subsequently, when Hollywood’s wax 
museum unveiled a reclining wax likeness 
of Gina with black slip hiked up some¬ 
where between navel and knees, Gina 
pleaded to the museum’s directors, “Please, 
Signori , the short slip shows too much 
Gina.” 

The directors, advancing the cause of art 
and rejecting censorship, insisted that the 
slip continue to show Gina. 

But by the time she made “Imperial 
Venus” Gina was resigned to being a 
Naked Venus. And Milko, her husband, 
seemed to take delight in his wife’s nude 
beauty. 

What did Gina’s husband say about his 
wife’s taking off all her clothes in public? 
“She just undressed in front of every- 
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body,” he said smiling. “It's a scene in 
which she’s posing for an artist. He doesn’t 
seem to get inspired. She starts complain¬ 
ing of the heat and takes off her clothes. 
Then he gets inspired.” 

His wife insisted on keeping the record 
straight. “I only show my back to the 
camera when I have my clothes off,” she 
said demurely. 

“That is not your best side,” said a male 
friend. 

This last remark got a quick response 
from Milko. who happens also to be his 
wife’s business manager. “They do not 
pay her enough to show her best side,” 
he snapped. And then Gina’s husband 
laughed. 

But the most outspoken husband of a 
famous star is Roger Vadim, now the ex- 
husband of Brigitte Bardot and Annette 
Stroyberg and the e^-unofficial husband of 
Catherine Deneuve. 

How did Roger feel about his wives pos¬ 
ing in the nude on and off the screen? 

He loved it. 

Listen to actor Steve Boyd, who went to 
France to co-star in a film with Brigitte: 
“When I arrived in Paris, Brigitte’s hus¬ 
band picked me up at the airport and took 
me directly to their apartment to meet my 
new leading lady. When we got there, he 
asked me to be patient a moment while 
he told his wife I had arrived. A few min¬ 
utes later, Brigitte, wearing nothing but 
what nature had endowed her with, stormed 
into the room, threw her arms around me 
and told me how delighted she would be 
to work with me.” 

Unusual? An accident that a husband 
sent his wife out naked to greet a stranger? 
No. 

Far away and long ago, when Roger and 
Brigitte were living together at the Avenue 
Ingres before they were married, the 
would-be director (Vadim) encouraged his 
mistress and would-be actress (Bardot) to 
answer the door wearing nothing but a 
seductive smile when reporters arrived to 
interview her. She received plenty of pub¬ 
licity this way. She also caught cold. 

Roger's wives 


And so they were married. 

Three years and ten pictures later (ten 
pictures for Brigitte, that is, in each of 
which she displayed her unclothed epi¬ 
dermis to the cameras), Roger managed to 
get the assignment of directing his wife 
in “And God Created Woman.” 

Imagine the scene. Brigitte is in bed 
covered only by a sheet. Next to her is 
her co-star, handsome actor Jean-Louis 
Trintignant. The cameras roll and director 
Vadim whispers directions to Jean-Louis. 

“Take her in your arms. 

“Fondle her. 

“Crush her to you. 

“Kiss her, kiss her!” 

The sheet falls. The cameras keep 
grinding. The actors are unaware of any¬ 
thing but themselves. The director smiles. 

Later, with the benefit of their on-screen 
rehearsal, Brigitte and Jean-Louis make 
love off-screen, too. 

Does Roger flip? Blow his top? Punch 
the actor? Beat his wife? 

Again the answer is no. 

What bugs him is that their extracur¬ 
ricular lovemaking is cutting in on film- 
making time. “Why don’t you at least wait 
until we finish the picture?” he asked 
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Brigitte one day as she rushed to frintig- 
nant’s dressing room. “Afterwards, you 
can do anything you want.” 

He isn’t disturbed when she answers, 
“I’m doing it anyway”; nor does he make 
a fuss when she moves out of his apart¬ 
ment and into Jean-Louis’. 

Exits Brigitte, enters a seventeen-year- 
old voluptuous beauty, Annette Stroyberg. 
Roger makes her his mistress, then his 
wife, and, along the way, an actress. 
Roger directs her in a series of body- 
revealing films: in “ Les Liaisons Dan- 
gereuses" actor Gerard Philips nestles his 
head on her bare bosom; in “Et Mouirr de 
Plaisir ” she rips open her dress and ex¬ 
poses blood-stained breasts. 

Exits Annette (she walks out and di¬ 
vorces him), enters sixteen-year-old Cath¬ 
erine Deneuve. Roger makes her his mis¬ 
tress, the mother of his child, an actress, 
but not his wife (says Catherine, with Rog¬ 
er’s smiling approval, “To keep the love 
of a man, a woman should restrain herself 
from becoming his official wife”). He di¬ 
rects her in a film, “Vice and Virtue,” in 
which vice, symbolized by her nudity, out¬ 
weighs and triumphs over virtue, repre¬ 
sented by her youthful freshness. 

Exits Catherine. 

How does Roger justify all this? He 
says, “Artists all have a theme. Women 
are my theme. Many have painted the 
women they love for all to see. It is like 
this for me.” 

What about Gene McGrath, hubbie of 
Connie Towers, the stripper in “Shock 
Corridor”? Connie insists she wouldn’t 
pose nude “for art’s sake, no matter who 
Art was.” She says, “I’m neither lewd nor 


nude in the film. I don’t show my navel. 
I don’t show my anything.” But she’s next 
scheduled to play a prostitute in the “Iron 
Kiss.” 

Well, despite the fact that one columnist 
claimed that Gene “steamed” when he 
heard Connie would play a stripper and 
predicted that Gene would “really blow a 
gasket” when he learned that his wife was 
to act the role of a prostitute, Connie’s 
husband actually took it all very calmly. 
In fact, he approved. 

“He loves my career,” Connie says. “I’m 
a girl who can have my cake and eat it 
too. He reads every script. He okayed 
both roles. He was delighted I was se¬ 
lected for such challenging parts.” 

But what about the nudity bit? 

This also didn’t faze Gene at all. For, 
as Connie explains about her costume in 
“Shock Corridor,” “If I’d played the part 
of a lifeguard I’d have had to wear a more 
abbreviated costume. I had more on than 
if I’d worn a bikini. My husband knows 
that I’m an actress who plays the part of a 
stripper. Just as he knows that in the 
‘Iron Kiss’ I play the part of a prostitute. 
Incidentally, in that film I’ll always be 
dressed , except one scene where I wear a 
bathing suit when I take some kids out 
swimming.” 

Yet there was one thing about “Shock 
Corridor” that did make Gene flip. Not a 
scene in the movie, or the way in which 
his wife was dressed (or undressed), but a 
revealing, “vulgar” (to use the McGraths’ 
own word) still photo. 

In the photograph, which was the one 
selected for publicity purposes by the 
studio out of all the candids taken of 


Connie dancing, she is seen in a long, full- 
body pose, head high in the air, one leg 
bent and the other straight, giving the ef¬ 
fect of an astride position. To make mat¬ 
ters worse, the shot, as it appears in 
newspapers, is captioned “the manic sen¬ 
sualist.” 

When Gene saw the photo, it was too 
late. It had already been processed and 
distributed far and wide. 

But, as Connie recalls, “Gene looked at 
my face first, shook his head, and said, 
‘That’s not a flattering picture. It doesn’t 
resemble you. 9 Then he looked at my body 
in the photo and was kind of shocked. 
‘This shot just isn’t photogenic,’ he said. 
‘The pose is bad. And what’s worse, it’s 
misleading.’ ” But he didn’t flip. 

Another trend 

Eight husbands of eight famous stars 
have revealed how they felt when their 
wives posed in the nude. But recently 
something new has been added, and there 
may soon be a sequel to our story. 

Perhaps in an attempt to compete with 
the way his wife, Joanne Woodward, took 
off her clothes in public in “The Stripper,” 
husband Paul Newman appears before the 
camera in a nudist colony scene in “The 
Prize” (as a sop to the censors Paul is 
partly covered with a towel). 

If Paul’s peeling should happen to start 
a trend and other male actors follow suit 
(or rather follow unsuit), we may yet 
interview their wives and print an article 
entitled, “8 stars 9 wives tell —How I Felt 
When Mv Husband Posed Nude.” 

—James Williams 
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Continued from page 51 

It seemed incredible. She—Kim Novak, 
Hollywood’s No. 1 spinster, 30 years old— 
was getting married at last. 

The girl who had dated Aly Khan, Dick 
Quine, Ramfis Trujillo, Frank Sinatra, 
Prince Hohenlohe and Sammy Davis, Jr., 
had finally found a man with whom she 
wanted to spend the rest of her life. 

A special license 

It was to be a quiet wedding. Only four 
people would be there: she, the groom, 
his best friend, John McMichael, and her 
secretary, Barbara Mellon. They were to 
be married in one of the loveliest little 
churches in England: St. Peter’s at Tan- 
dridge, thirty miles outside London. 

Roderick Mann already had the special 
license. And they had both been down the 
week before to attend service at the church 
and meet the Vicar, the Rev. Field Jones. 
(“I had no idea who she was,” he said 
p later. “I just thought she was a pretty 
girl. To be quite honest, I was more inter¬ 
ested in the young fellow’s motor-car—a 
very beautiful black sports model.”) 


Kim glanced down at her engagement 
ring; an emerald in the shape of a cher¬ 
ub’s head, mounted on diamonds. They 
had bought it together in London’s ex¬ 
clusive Burlington Arcade some weeks be¬ 
fore. 

In her handbag were the news clippings 
that had just come in from America: “No¬ 
body who knows her believes Kim will 
ever get to the altar . . .” “She’s changed 
her mind too often in the past . . .” And 
from the Los Angeles Examiner: “Kim’s 
been almost to the alter several times and 
she can change her mind in a flash . . .” 

She smiled to herself. This time it was 
different. Already London’s giant seven- 
million circulation News of the World had 
front paged the story: “Kim Gets Her 
Mann.” And her parents, Joe and Blanche 
Novak in Chicago, had given their bless¬ 
ing. Why, she had even written to her old 
boy friends, Paris designer Louis Feraud 
and young Bader Mulla from the Sheik¬ 
dom of Kuwait in the Middle East. “I’ve 
met the right man at last,” she told them. 
And they had written back wishing her 
well. 

On the bed by the mirror were some 
hotel brochures from Jamaica. That was 
where the pair planned to honeymoon— 
at the beautiful Plantation Inn, overlook¬ 
ing the white coral sand and the deep 
blue Caribbean. Then they would fly 
straight to Carmel, to spend as much time 
as possible in Kim’s favorite home: Gull 
House, perched right out on Yankee 
Point, high above the pounding seas. 

After that they would return to London. 
To find a house somewhere on the Thames; 


a place where Kim could relax and paint, 
far from prying eyes. Her career? She 
wanted to forget about films for as long 
as possible. “In fact,” she told friends in 
London, “I don’t really care if I never 
act again. But I hate to finish with a film 
I’m not happy about.” 

And, although people who have seen 
it say her performance is excellent, Kim 
was far from happy with “Of Human 
Bondage.” She had not wanted to do it 
in the first place. The story, she felt, was 
dated. Then came the rows: first with 
director Henry Hathaway, who left the 
picture, then with British director Ken 
Hughes. She had not got along with Laur¬ 
ence Harvey either, “The whole experi¬ 
ence,” she told a London journalist, “has 
been a terribly unhappy one. If it hadn’t 
been for Roderick I would probably have 
quit the picture. But he urged me to stay.” 

Knowing how unhappy she was, Rod¬ 
erick flew to Ireland every week-end, to 
drive with her in the black Mark 10 
Jaguar lent to her by the film company. 
“I have never seen two people so happy,” 
her Cockney driver, Joe Reece, recalls. 
“They were like a couple of kids. We used 
to go for picnics and walks, and take pic¬ 
tures with Kim’s Polaroid camera. It 
helped her a lot, having Rod there. Before 
he arrived I’d sometimes ring her at night 
and she’d be in tears, so unhappy.” 

A very private thing 

Rumors of the romance had reached the 
newspapers. Each time Roderick flew to 
Dublin there were questions. “It’s a very 











private thing between the two of us,” Kim 
told them. But she was smiling. 

At every opportunity she went to Lon¬ 
don. And together they went to London’s 
street markets—to buy a lamp for her 
Carmel house, to the famous Player’s 
Theatre, to quiet, out-of-the-way restau¬ 
rants. 

And now they were to be married. And 
the girl born Marilyn Pauline Novak in 
Chicago, and rechristened Kim by Holly¬ 
wood, was to change her name for the 
last time. 

On the face of it, everything seemed 
wonderful. Yet still, deep down, there were 
tiny nagging doubts tugging at Kim. Could 
one really marry and live happily ever 
after? She wanted to believe it, but she 
found it difficult. 

Rod had taken her to see the Italian 
comedy “Divorce, Italian style”—all about 
the Machiavellian schemes of a man in¬ 
tent on getting rid of his wife. It was very 
funny, but it disturbed Kim. “Do you 
really believe love lasts?” she asked Rod¬ 
erick that night. “Of course,” he said. But 
she was not so easily assured. 

One day she lunched with Roderick’s 
best friend, John McMichael. “I have so 
many doubts,” she told him. “Suppose he 
meets someone more intelligent than I, 
someone prettier? Suppose he wants to 
change me? I don’t want to change. It’s 
taken me a long time to understand who 
I am.” 

McMichael, who had warmed to this 
lovely girl the first time he met her, dis¬ 
missed her fears with a smile. 

But Kim is a complex person. Hard 
to understand, even by those near her. 
“She has,” says a close friend, “a fan¬ 
tastic inferiority complex. She doesn’t 
think she’s attractive. She’s terribly con¬ 
scious that she hasn’t got a good figure; 
that she has bad legs. I don’t think any of 
her boy friends have even seen her in a 
bathing suit. On top of this, she feels her 
lack of education very much. Kim was a 
bad student at school—she admits it her¬ 
self. And since she became a star she’s 
been so busy, and the pressures have been 
so great, that she hasn’t had time to catch 
up. She still can’t spell, for instance. Most 
of her letters are written for her by her 
secretary, Barbara Mellon. Probe deep 
and you’ll find she’s terribly aware of 
this.” (“I’m an awful writer,” Kim con¬ 
fessed in a recent interview. “I’d write 
poetry at school and the teacher wouldn’t 
even read it because my handwriting was 
so bad.”) 

Roderick, being a writer and newspaper¬ 
man, reads everything he can get his hands 
on. Books, magazines, newspapers. Kim 
never reads the papers. Reading, indeed, 
was hard for her. She knew this worried 
Roderick. Would he want to change her? 

So much in common 


But they had so much in common. She 
wrote poetry and so did he. Neither drank 
much, but both adored Margaritas, the 
Mexican drink made with tequila, Coin¬ 
treau, lemon juice and salt. Both liked 
staying home, listening to the same rec¬ 
ords (they’d played Tony Bennett’s “I 
Left My Heart In San Francisco” innu¬ 
merable times), both liked traveling. He 
had been round the world, but never vis¬ 
ited Moscow. She had. They had a great 
deal to talk about when together. 
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Ot course, there were differences. She 
was Catholic; he was not. She had a tem¬ 
per like a top-sergeant’s; he was easy 
going. She found it difficult to talk to 
strangers; he didn’t. 

“Part of the trouble there,” says one 
producer who spent an evening with them 
in London, “is that people expect Kim 
to be something she isn’t. She is not a 
sophisticated, poised Hollywood star. She’s 
a shy, rather insecure girl, very warm but 
very frightened. That’s why she hides her¬ 
self away in Carmel. You can’t take a kid 
out of a middle class background in Chi¬ 
cago, make her a world famous movie 
star, and then expect her to feel secure. 
All the time she’s wondering when the 
bubble will burst.” 

One night, Kim confessed her fears to 
Hollywood writer Lloyd Shearer, who was 
visiting London. 

“Marriage frightens me,” she told him. 
“It seems to destroy love, not to enhance 
it. Marriage seems to turn men into heels. 
I can’t tell you how badly they behave, 
especially in Hollywood. They’re always 
making passes. I don’t understand it. 
I’m sure they were madly in love with 
their wives when they first married. To 
be honest, I can’t understand myself, 
either. Every girl supposedly wants to 
get married, yet I keep saying ‘no.’ ” 

(“The truth,” wrote Shearer later, “is 
ihat Kim is in love with love, but afraid 
that marriage will alter a status quo she 
finds immensely pleasurable. And she is 
wise enough to know that a screen career 
rind marriage won’t mix.”) It seldom does. 


“Another thing,” Kim told him, “I’ve 
been able to travel and meet interesting 
personalities. The world’s opened up for 
me. How much of that do I give up if 
I say goodbye to my career and become 
Mrs. Roderick Mann?” 

The fact that, as Roderick’s wife, she 
would travel even more than before and 
meet people from all walks of life—not 
merely from showbusiness—did not seem 
to have occurred to her. Says McMichael: 
“Rod draws his friends from everywhere. Go 
out to dinner with him and you never know 
who’ll be there: Bertrand Russell, Cary 
Grant, Tony Armstrong-Jones or ex-King 
Peter of Yugoslavia. He knows them all.” 

With one week to go before the wed¬ 
ding, Kim’s nerves began failing her. She 
had a row with her secretary, Barbara 
Mellon, and sent her home on the next 
plane. This left her with no one to help 
her on the important day. Did she do this 
deliberately, so that she would have an 
excuse for delaying the wedding? Nobody 
knows. Maybe not even Kim. 

In any event, with Barbie, her friend 
from Chicago schooldays, gone, Kim pre¬ 
vailed on Roderick to delay the wedding. 
She felt she would be happier if they were 
married in California, after all. Perhaps 
in Carmel, where there was a beautiful 
old mission. 

The day before she flew home (he was 
to fly out later) they went to Regents Park 
Zoo together. She played with the seven- 
week-old tiger cub there, watched the gib¬ 
bons at play, and then Kim and Rod took 
a water bus down the Regents Park Canal. 


And at London Airport next day she 
said, “Come soon. I’ll miss you.” 

But two days later the phone rang in 
his apartment. It was Kim. “I think you 
should delay coming,” she said, “I need 
time to think.” Roderick explained that 
he couldn’t delay his flight; too many 
things had been planned. So he flew out to 
join her in California. 

They went to Disneyland, ate Mexican 
food; she showed him the house at Malibu 
where she had first lived when she came 
to Hollywood. Then they went on up to 
Carmel. 

But it was not the same. Kim’s enthusi¬ 
asm had waned. Fears and doubts had 
replaced her joy. Could she really give 
up her career? Would she be happy living 
in London, away from her beloved ivory 
tower in Carmel? 

“You must remember,” says a Holly¬ 
wood director who worked with her, “Kim 
has done it the hard way. She’s had more 
criticism than any actress you can name. 
She knows she’s not a great actress, but 
she is a star. And she expects to be treated 
like one. The trouble is, she can’t expect 
a man who wants to marry her to keep 
paying homage to ‘The Image.’ It’s the 
woman he wants to love. Kim has worked 
awfully hard to get where she is—to be 
Miss Novak, the movie star. Suppose she 
marries. All that goes by the board. There’s 
another thing, too, perhaps the most im¬ 
portant thing: Kim is more aware of her 
failings than anyone else. She’s afraid 
if she marries and is exposed to day by 
day examination by a man, he’ll be dis¬ 
appointed in her and take off. That’s why 
she keeps talking about living in separate 
houses when she’s married. She’s afraid 
of being found out. And that’s why I don't 
think she can ever dare to marry.” 

“I believe in being free” 

A barman friend of Kim’s, who works 
at one of the restaurants near Carmel, told 
me: “It’s more than just coincidence, you 
know, that so many of the men Kim has 
dated have been married: Trujillo, for in¬ 
stance; and Louis Feraud; and Alfonso 
Hohenlohe; and most recently, Bader 
Mulla. Remember, even Dick Quine was 
married when she first met him. I think 
Kim chooses men like that for one rea¬ 
son. She doesn’t want to get herself in 
a position where she can get married. She 
once said: “I think love is wonderful, but 
one doesn’t have to get married just to 
prove it. I believe in being free. And I 
like contrast in men. I want to go on 
ringing the changes.” She said something 
else, too. I’d asked her one night if she 
wasn’t afraid of becoming thirty alone. 
And she said—I’ll never forget it—“Is 
there anyone more alone than a woman 
going into the thirties married to the 
wrong man?” 

And so, there in Carmel, on the great 
craggy rocks she loved to clamber round, 
watching the endless sea, Kim’s romance 
finally foundered. Roderick Mann flew 
back to Hollywood, then to New York. 
On the way back to London he stopped 
off in Jamaica, the island where they were 
to have honeymooned. 

He sent her a card from his hotel—the 
Plantation Inn. —John Marriot 

Kim Novak soon appears in “Of Human 
Bondage,” M-G-M and Seven Arts film. 
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LIZ & 
BURTON 


Continued from page 55 

The thwarted bridegroom doesn’t seem 
frustrated or disappointed as he mouths 
the postponement announcement; nor. for 
once, does he seem in need of a Quick 
drink. 

January 23, 1964: Liz and Burton, arriv¬ 
ing in Los Angeles to “confront” Eddie 
Fisher about speeding up the divorce, 
found a mob of fans, reporters and photog¬ 
raphers awaiting their plane, and, accord¬ 
ing to UPI, “fled to a bar near the airport 
for four quick slugs of vodka befo-e going 
on to their hotel.” Eventually they got 
into a limousine and sped away. “With the 
press in pursuit, Burton and Miss Taylor 
stopped at the King K’s restaurant-bar for 
two martinis each, but left when reporters 
asked them questions.” They arrived at the 
Beverly Wilshire Hotel. “They ordered 
more drinks and dinner.” 

Ten quotations, statements, actions fus¬ 
ing into a pattern of self-destruction: ex¬ 
hibitionism (the need to shock others by 
acting badly or outrageously in public, as 
if one’s private life were dull, boring or 
meaningless), masochism (the need to ex¬ 
perience suffering, pain and humiliation 
because of the guilt one feels in a situa¬ 
tion or relationship), and alcoholism (the 
need to escape from unbearable reality 
into a liquor-induced phantasy world, or, to 
quote one of Richard Burton’s favorite 
poets, A. E. Houseman, “Ale, man, ale’s 
the stuff to drink/For fellows whom it hurts 
to think:/ Look into the pewter pot /To 
see the world as the world’s not”). 

Was it always like this with Burton? 
with Liz? with Liz and Burton? And, if 
not, what events—in the real world, in the 
inner world of emotions—brought them to 
their present state? What did it? 

How it all started 



In the beginning, back in mid-January, 
1962, it was all casual and in fun. Burton 
was bored with just lying around in the 
sun for four months while Liz and Rex 
Harrison emoted in front of the cameras; 
and Liz was . . . was restless. 

Then one day Burton, strictly a hard 
liquor man, was wooing Liz with mixed 
drinks and . . . 

Suppose we let a member of the “Cleo¬ 
patra” crew tell us what happened, just as 
he told writer Joe Hyams about it: “First 
indication I had of it was when I saw 
Dickie waiting by Liz’ dressing room with 
martinis in his hands, waiting for Liz to 
finish work.” At about 5:00 p.m. that day, 
Eddie Fisher showed up in the green 
Rolls-Royce as usual (a present to him 
from Liz) to pick up his wife and take 
her home. But Liz was in no hurry to leave: 
a cocktail party was going on in her dress¬ 
ing-room building and some of the cast 
and crew members—and she and Burton— 
were enjoying themselves too much to 
want to break it up just because Cleo¬ 
patra’s husband was there to fetch her. 
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Your choice of one of the 3 special Patricia de Paree Lip Lining 
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The special Lip Lining Pencil is yours not for $1.00 itself, but as 
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Beauty issontlal #S: 
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Patricia de Paree Hollywood Eyebrow Pencils. 

Choose the exciting color that blends into your personality. 

1. LICHT BROWN, 2. MEDIUM BROWN, 3. DARK BROWN, 4. AUBURN, 5. BLACK. 
This special Eyebrow Pencil is yours, not for $1.00 itself, but as only 
1 / 18th of this sensational $1.00 offer. 
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lips to match your mood. You’ve seen these Lip 
Forms advertised for $1.00 alone. Now they are 
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Eyebrow Outlines. The perfect mates to the Lip 
Forms. Add just the right touch for any occasion. 
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Boauty issontlal #1 B: A Beauty Course designed by Patricia de 
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A miracle value at only SI.00 plus 2St lo cover postage and handling. 

Try the IS piece Beauty Essentials kit for 10 daya at our eipcaae. 

You must find you hare a new enticing appeorance. or return the kit 
for full refund of purchase price . 

- MAIL TODAY FOR IMMEDIATE BEAUTY I 

PATRICIA 0E PAREE • Dept. MB-1, 17-3 0 ts« . Whit«»tone,N. Y. 

Husk lo me ike 18 piece Beauty Essentials Kit. I am enclasing _ lor 

- kilt, at SI.00 PLUS 2St to cover postage and handling for tack tat. 

If I am not completely satisfied you will refund full purckost price. 

Enclosed is 0 check 0 cash 0 money order 
NAME___ 


11*1 my choice of I Eve Lining Pencil 

1. -- ..................(torder by color) 

I i*‘ my choice #/ 1 Eyebrow Pencil 
I. ————.. (order by color) 


And I get t Lip Outlines, 

6 Eyebrow Outlines, end 
I Beauty Perfection Course. 


Send HO MONEY 



BILLFOLD 
'PHOTOS 


Get acquainted offer! 
2 Vz x 3V 2 in. size on 
double weight, silk fin¬ 
ish, portrait paper 


D 4 

> s $1 

pA 

| handling | 


The rage for exchanging with friends, 
enclosing in letters or greeting cards 
or job applications. Original returned. 
_ Order in units of 25 (1 pose). No 

limit. Enclose payment ($1.25) and we prepay or 
SEND NO MONEY, (sent c.o.d. if you wish) 4 day 
service. Satisfaction guaranteed. Send photo or snap¬ 
shot today, with this ad. DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. B3 
913 Walnut St., Des Moines 2, Iowa. 



Cli^an^nailthis coupon for your 10- 


EARN to *6500 

weekly and 
more as a _ 


Practical 

Nurse. 


r--------—- 


AMERICAN INSTITUTE OF PRACTICAL NURSING, ROOM 334 
120 S. STATE STREET—CHICAGO 3, ILLINOIS 

Send me your FREE 10-page 1st lesson on Practical Nursing and FREE 
Nursing facts. Absolutely no cost, no obligation. No calls by salesman. 

Name_____ 


Zone 


State 


3 

IE 

Ei 

, ST LESSON * NURSING 


Discover the prestige and happiness of a career in Prac* 
tical Nursing, non-licensed. Wonderful opportunity. Learn 
successfully at home in as little as 10 weeks for Diploma. 
Course is Doctor-reviewed and supervised by Reg. Nurses. 
Included at no extra cost: Nurses’ Uniform and Cap, 
Graduation pin, Nurses’ Dictionary, many needed extras. 
AMERICAN INSTITUTE OF PRACTICAL NURSING, Room 334 
120 S. State Street—Chicago 3. Illinois 
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r “ HIGH ” ~l 


SPARE TIME 

I 


AT HOME IN 

I Low monthly payments include stand - 
■ ard text books and instruction. Credit 

I for subjects already completed. 
Progress as rapidly as your time 
and abilities permit, diploma awarded 
SEND FOR BOOKLET—TELLS YOU HOW 

I-OUR 67TH YEAR- 


American school, Dept. H453 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois. 
Please send FREE High School booklet. 


1 


NAME. 


I ADDRESS. I 

CITY & STATE. | 

Accredited Member national home study council 


Watch BLONDE hair 


COME TO LIFE . . . 

Without tints, rinses or ugly, bleached look you 
can keep your blonde hair from growing dark or 
faded . . . wash it SHADES LIGHTER SAFELY . . . 
give it the radiant, golden color men love. 
Contains ANDIUM to lighten and shine as it 
shampoos. Try BLONDEX tonight! 


f 


VM CARAT ZIRCON $5.95 


That's right! Big, 
-' Genuine V 


_ _impressive 1% 

CARAT Genuine White Zircon Gem 
(Nature's Diamond Rival) set in 
Ladies’ handsome Occasional Ring 
for onlj $5.95, tax and postage 
paid. SEND NO REMITTANCE 
(unless jou wish). Rush only ring 
size and order now. Pay Postman 
EXACTLY $5.95. NOT one cent 
more on arrival. Your money re¬ 
turned if, after examination you 
M are nodelighted. Send now—you'll 

NATIONAL JEWELRY CO*!? Bept^&^Wheeling, W. Va. 



SUPER photo favujautA- 


25 WALLET PHOTOS 
(plus FREE 5x7 Enl.) 
or 

2 8x10 ENLARGEMENTS 
or 

4 5x7 ENLARGEMENTS 


YOUR 

CHOICE 



Finest double weight portrait paper. Send any photoor neg. (ret.) 


Add 25c 
per selection 
for postage 
and handling 


Any enlargement hand-colored in oil. 50c 
extra. State color of eyes, hair and clothes. 

QUALITY VALUES 

Studio 706-S, New Rochelle, N.Y. 10804 



$ 1 EACH 

a live Seahorse shipped 
to you from Florida for only $1 
each, or send $2 for a Mated 
Pair. (Include 25c postage, all 
orders.) Get started with this 
interesting hobby. .. fascinat¬ 
ing project for young and old. 
Raise them in an ordinary gold¬ 
fish bowl or jar. Most unusual 
and intriguing to watch. Hours 
of fun . . . see the FATHER 
Seahorse give birth to live baby 
Seahorses! Free food & instruc¬ 
tions included. Live delivery 
guaranteed. SPECIAL OFFER: 
Order 2 Mated Pairs for $2.98. 
Seahorse Co., Dept. 21, Box300, Miami Beach39, Fla. 



'S#- 



NU-NAILS 

ARTIFICIAL FINGERNAILS 

Cover short, broken, thin nails 
with NU-NAILS. Applied in a jiffy 
with our amazing new quick-dry¬ 
ing glue. Can be worn any length 
,.. polished any shade. Help over¬ 
come nail-biting habit. Set of ten 
85 c. At dime, drug & dept, stores. 
NU-NAILS CO., Dept. MC-4 

5251 W. Harrison, Chicago 44 
Also Hollywood Fingernails .. . 

Permanent Color—Dubonnet or Red. 

No polish required... 39 e set. 


So it began, and so it continued for Liz 
and Burton. Cocktails each night after 
work. Champagne at lunch. The sounds of 
Welsh drinking songs, his voice and her 
voice mingling, from his or her dressing 
room. 

But suddenly their drinking and their 
romancing burst out into the open, spilled 
over into public bars and restaurants and 
were blazoned in banner headlines through¬ 
out the world. It was as if Liz, fretting and 
feeling confined after months of hospital¬ 
ization, convalescence and hard work, just 
wanted to cut loose. It was as if Burton, 
fed up with inactivity (and, so some said, 
welcoming all the publicity) just didn’t 
give a damn. 

A typical night would find them roaming 
the Via Veneto, starting off with cocktails 
first at a restaurant before dinner, wash¬ 
ing down their food with vintage Burgundy, 
visiting half a dozen night clubs, driving 
to the Pipistrello (the Bat) where they 
danced cheek to cheek, held hands and 
toasted each other with champagne, drop¬ 
ping in at Bricktop’s for more champagne, 
and ending up for a nightcap at The Little 
Club at three in the morning. 

Then, as it became evident to Burton 
that he would have to choose between Liz 
and Sybil, and as it became clear to Liz 
that his decision was the most important 
thing in the world to her, their drinking 
took on a more desperate character. 

Jack Brodsky, a PR man on the picture, 
reported to his sidekick, Nathan Weiss, 
in a letter dated Rome, April 9: “The 
pressure is mounting and all of us feel it. 
Even Burton, usually the great guy, is now 
nervous, irritable, drinking. Shamroy [cine¬ 
matographer on the film] predicts Burton 
will end up like John Barrymore.” 

On the night of the day that the Vatican 
City weekly, Osservatore Della Domenica, 
castigated Liz for leading a life of “erotic 
vagrancy,” she went with Burton to a 
dimly-lighted night club off Rome’s gay 
Via Veneto, where she sipped champagne 
cocktails and danced the Twist with him. 

Less than a week later, when correspond¬ 
ent Serge Fliegers caught up with Liz and 
Burton at a Via Veneto spot and informed 
the actress that there was a report go¬ 
ing the rounds in the United States that 
Eddie Fisher was planning to marry Nata¬ 
lie Wood, she switched from champagne 
and, in the newsman’s own words, “sought 
refuge in whiskey and a rare vintage 
burgundy.” Sometime along the way, “she 
gulped down a stiff highball, lit her 
umteenth cigarette and with a short laugh 
said, ‘If it’s true I wish them all the hap¬ 
piness in the world.’ ” 

Exactly ten days following this, the 
wormwood turned—from whisky and vin¬ 
tage burgundy to vodka. Richard had gone 
off to the airport to meet another girl 
(blond, blue-eyed, chubby Kate Burton, 
his four-year-old daughter) and his wife, 
Sybil. Liz, deserted and desolate in her 
$3,000-a-month villa and under heavy se¬ 
dation “for my nerves,” received a friend 
with a glass of vodka in her hand and 
cried (obviously referring to her fight to 
hold Burton) : “I am finished! But I won’t 
give up as long as my strength will last.” 

But Burton bounded back, and the two 
lovers went off for a long Easter weekend 
at a romantic hideaway in Porto Santo 
Stefano, a rendezvous that began with a 
breakfast of scrambled eggs, fried lean 
bacon and ice cold beer, progressed to an 


impromptu picnic on the beach topped off 
with a thermos of chilled Frascati wine, 
and climaxed by a last-day luncheon of 
fragrant fried shrimp and Liz’ favorite 
French champagne—Dom Perignon. But 
the time for departure came and went. 
Many hours and two bottles of Dom Peri¬ 
gnon later, the lovers fought, Liz col¬ 
lapsed and she was rushed to Rome’s 
Salvator Mundi Hospital. 

After this, to observers of Liz and Bur¬ 
ton, it was unclear whether the lovers were 
drinking to live or living to drink. 

How it all progressed 

Months later, when this “Cleopatra” 
period telescoped into a fuzzy memory. 
Burton boasted to an interviewer, “I am 
one of the few people I know who drinks 
only when he works”—that is, after he 
comes off stage or off set, he must drink 
to combat the letdown, the flat dullness of 
non-theatrical reality. (In a still later in¬ 
terview, Burton amended this and admitted 
that he also drank during interviews, 
which frighten him.) 

But either he preferred to forget the 
times he did drink while he actually was 
working, or else he was being maligned by 
writer Jimmy Breslin who, in covering the 
New York opening of “Cleopatra,” ob¬ 
served: “He’s a Welsh guy and these 
people have this big holiday, March 1— 
St. David’s Day. Well, the fellow went out 
all night celebrating and he showed up in 
the morning with a big beer in his hand 
and then passed out. They couldn’t shoot 
the picture that day. He wakes up later, 
and what does he do? He offers to pay for 
the delay out of his own pocket.” 

By the time Liz and Burton put Italy 
behind them, the pattern of their drinking 
had become set and fixed: Burton was 
now a heavy, habitual drinker; Liz—partly 
because of the uncertain, shifting nature of 
her relationship with Burton, partly be¬ 
cause in order to stay with him she had 
to drink along with Dick—was no longer 
an occasional drinker. 

After relative quiet interludes in Switz¬ 
erland and Paris, the lovers’ drinking and 
romancing flowed back into the news when 
they arrived in London. From their head¬ 
quarters in the bar and lounge of the 
Dorchester Hotel, Dick and Liz sallied 
forth in search of excitement. And excite¬ 
ment, for them, usually was spiked by 
liquid refreshment. 

They whirled from pub to Rugby match 
to club house bar to prize fight to pub. And 
it was at a pub called The Load of Hay 
following the London vs. Wales Rugby 
match, that Burton’s heavy drinking 
brought him trouble in the form of the 
fists of some lads who, it turned out, 
were also rooters for Sybil. (Later, refer¬ 
ring back to this incident when “six 
blokes . . . rearranged my face a little 
bit,” Burton confessed: “Sometimes I have 
a slight apprehension of death. But any 
physical fear was beaten out of me as a 
kid. Except I suppose I share every man’s 
fear of being beaten up in a pub brawl.”) 

But except for this one unpleasant ex¬ 
perience, Dick and Liz whirled on merrily 
in an aura of beer and booze. 

There were occasional warnings, of 
course, like writer Jerry Tallmer’s ad¬ 
monition: “There is one symptom: Burton 
is drinking more than ever before in his 
life.” But in the main, life was a ball. In 
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an interview at the most conspicuous table 
in the cocktail lounge of the Dorchester 
Hotel, Liz, beautiful in lavender sweater 
and slacks, asserted that they both prefer 
pub-crawling to theatergoing for “soaking 
up our culture.” Burton gave laughing 
assent, especially to her use of the word 
“soaking. ’ But it was another member of 
Burton’s family, Richard’s brother Graham, 
who handed Liz the verbal seal of ap¬ 
proval: “She can be a jolly good fellow in 
a pub, drinking her pint with the best. Her 
language can be as salty as a sailor’s, 
but she is essentially a very feminine per¬ 
son.” 

But something new was now added. 
Namely, Richard Burton began to mix 
large doses of verbal venom (directed 
against Liz) with his drinks. He was 
capable of saying (as quoted by brother 
Graham) : “She has the shape of a Welsh 
village girl. Her legs are really quite 
stumpy. Her chest isn’t anything extraor¬ 
dinary.” 

These attacks against her physical ap¬ 
pearance fused and confused with Bur¬ 
ton’s alternating, “Yes, I’ll marry her” 
. . . “No, I won’t marry her” statements. 
Liz, trying to laugh it all off, told reporters, 
“He suffers from onomatoveite —he gets 
drunk on words”—but in truth, his verbal 
contortions confounded her confusion. 

Despite all his statements to the con¬ 
trary, they did plan to attend the London 
premiere of “Cleopatra.” At the last min¬ 
ute they bowed out because he was too 
much under the weather to navigate. 

After the last scene was shot for Liz’ 
TV spectacular, she threw a party for the 
cast and crew at The Anchor, an ancient 
tavern. Burton packed Liz’ kids into a 
Rolls-Royce and shepherded them to the 
celebration. He downed flagons of beer, 
switched to champagne and got roaring 
drunk. Hours later, children and Liz in 
tow, he staggered back to the Dorchester. 

In June, 1963, when, in keeping with 
his characteristic pattern of “making de¬ 
cisions and revisions which a moment will 
reverse,” he indicates for the umteenth 
time that he will marry Liz and suggests to 
her that they seal the bargain with scotch. 
She says she prefers champagne, and gal¬ 
lantly he agrees. 

And then the time came for the happy 
bridegroom-to-be to take his blushing 
bride-to-be home to meet his family. Home 
is the seaside town of Aberavon—not far 
from Port Talbot, South Wales; family is 
his sister Cecelia ( who took care of Rich¬ 
ard since he was two, when their mother 
died) and her husband, retired miner El- 
fed James. Sometimes, in the warmth of 
his sister’s home, Liz really felt engaged 
to Richard; at other times, especially late 
at night when he was boozing it up with 
his old cronies in a local pub and his 
sharp cutting wit was turned mercilessly 
against her, she felt a stranger and afraid. 

Booze-Who 


Yet, in addition to alternately glowing 
and cringing on the prongs of Richard’s 
love-hate ambivalence, Liz managed to 
formulate a kind of Booze-Who of Rich¬ 
ard Burton’s past from his pub prattlings. 

A picture of Richard's father. 

A picture of Richard’s father as a rough, 
tough, hard-drinking, dominating, some¬ 
times brutal man who “considered that 
anyone who went to chapel and didn’t 


drink alcohol was somebody not to be 
tolerated” ... A picture of a man who 
never used a short word where he could 
use a long one instead ... A picture of 
a man who insisted he never drank a lot, 
but rather was a person of “vast drinking 
habits” ... A picture of the father of 
thirteen children (Richard, the twelfth, 
was born when his father was fifty): “He 
never knew which son I was. We called 
him Daddy Ni, which means ‘our father.’ 
He sometimes frightened me. No one quite 
knew what he was going to do next, which 
can be quite frightening to a child, you 
know.” ... A picture of a man who died 
in 1958 without ever seeing his son on 
the stage or in a film. Once, after stop¬ 
ping at seventeen pubs on the way, he 
managed to stagger into a Port Talbot 
movie house where “My Cousin Rachel” 
was playing. But when he squinted up at 
the screen and saw his son, bigger than 
life, pouring himself a drink (as called for 
in the script), Daddy Ni rose to his feet, 
muttered “That’s it,” and went out in 
search of his eighteenth pub. 

A glimpse of Richard at Oxford. 

A glimpse of Richard’s being forced to 
drink nearly two pints of beer in thirty 
seconds or pay for it (as punishment for 
an infraction of dining-hall rules); but for 
him :his was pleasure not penalty, and he 
learned to down a sconce of beer, without 
swallowing, in ten seconds: “So far as I 
know,” he bragged, “no one has ever 
wacked that feat.” 

A view of Richard in the R.A.F. (“I 
was the worst that ever flew.”) 

A view of the day he was mustered out, 
which just happened to be the date of his 
twenty-first birthday, November 10, 1946, 
when he got roaring drunk with a fellow 
airman and decided to break a few window 
panes in the barracks. Using a sharp jab 
of his fist which would shatter the glass 
without cutting his hand—and which gave 
him a pleasant sensation—he and his pal 
systematically broke one hundred fifty- 
six windows. 

A peek at Richard at Stratford-on-Avon , 
England. 

A peek at what occurred when he’d 
made it as a Shakespearean actor and, to 
celebrate, bought his first big car, a Lea 
Francis. One night, after hours of drink¬ 
ing at a party with his older brother 
Ivor, Richard staggered to the street. Then, 
as Richard recalled it, the dialogue went 
something like this: Ivor: “You’re too 
damn drunk to drive”; Richard: “It’s my 
bloody car and I’m driving it”; Ivor: talk¬ 
ing with his hands, pushes Richard against 
a wall; Richard: “Okay, you drive.” 

A memory of Richard—her own memory 
of a meeting with him ten years before , now 
triggered by his pub talk. 

A memory of a Sunday when she was 
twenty-one. The phone rang in her big 
house in the Hollywood Hills. It was Rich¬ 
ard Burton, the actor in “The Robe,” and 
his wife Sybil. They’d just picked up their 
friend, actor Emlyn Williams, at the air¬ 
port, and they wondered if they might drop 
up for a drink, Emlyn and her husband, 
Michael Wilding, both being British and 
all. 

So they came, and, taking time out from 
diapering her baby on the rug, she’d 
served them drinks. And that was that. 

A sense of what Richard had been like 
in New York during his ten-month stint in 
“ Camelot”—the darling of the cast. 


Now! Life insurance 


Birth to Age 80 



First 
30 Days 
ONLY 25< 
Per Policy 


CASH FOR YOUR FINAL EXPENSES. 
AVOID BEING A BURDEN TO YOUR FAMILY 


Introductory Offer. Answer these 9 
questions on a plain piece of paper and 
mail with only 25c for 30 days’ protec¬ 
tion. Regular rate shown on policy. 

Amounts usually Issued without doctor 
examination. NEW LOW RATES. 

Ages Amount Ages Amount 
0 to 80 $1000 15 to 60 $2500 

1. Print full name and address. 

2. Date of birth? 

3. Height? 3a. Weight? 

4. Occupation, kind of work? 

4a Name and address of employer 

5. Race?. (For identification). 

6. Beneficiary and relationship to you? 

7. To your knowledge have you had heart, 
lung, diabetes, cancer, or chronic disease? 
Are you deformed, lost a hand, foot, eye, 
or ever rejected for insurance? 

8. State condition of health. 

9. Amount desired, and sign your name. 

NO AGENT WILL CALL 

Actual policy will be mailed you direct 
from Home Office. You be the judge. 

Mail to: S. B. Hunt, Chairman 
AMERICAN LIFE & ACCIDENT INSURANCE CO. 
312 American Life Bldg.. 8t. Louis 8. Mo. 

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 



Size 8 x 10 Inches 

on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 

Same price for full length or bust 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani¬ 
mals. etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 

Send No Money 3 for$ 1- 

Just mail photo, negative or snap¬ 
shot (any size) and receive your enlargement, 
guaranteed fadeless.on beautiful double-weight 
portrait quality paper. Pay postman 77c plus 
postage—or send 79c with order and we pay post¬ 
age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. Send your photos today. 


Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept 34-0 Princeton, Illinois 


are YOU \ unlucky? 

THE GIRL whose dreams nevor^come true 
THE MAN success passes by 

NOW YOU CBN 00 SOMETHING ABOUT IT! 

This age-old symbol of Irish Luck— 
the LUCKY LEPRECHAUN-cast in 
the original good luck mould from 
gleaming solid silver can now be 
YOURS. 

Test his magnetic power under our 
money-back guarantee. 

Airmailed to you overnightfrom Ireland 
with complete free history and 
guarantee. 

Send now only $2.50 (no C.O.D.’s) to 

SILVfRCkflFT. IOD Albert Walt. BUY, IRELAND. 



Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch-Relieves Pain 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all —results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. „ 

This substance is now available in sup¬ 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®. Ask for it at all drug 
counters. 
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READ 

HEDDA HOPPER’S 

“FROM UNDER 
MV HAT” 

HEDDA KNOWS ALL-TELLS ALL! 

A Bold Candid Book About Hedda's 
Fabulous Hollywood Life 

NOW ON SALE-ONLY 60c 

Buy it wherever paperbacks are sold 


DANCING SHOES—COSTUMES 

Toe $5.95, Ballet $3.29, Tap up to 3, $5.25,over 
3, $5.75. Cotton Leotards. $3.75 up, Helanca Tur- ] 
tie Neck, Long Sleeve, Adult Sizes $6.75, Scoop r 
Neck $5.50. Mesh or Sheer Tights $5.00. 

BATON—DRUM CORPS SUPPLIES 
SKATING SKIRTS—Roller or Ice. 

Complete Catalog 25c (applied to purchase) 
Quincon Supplies, Dept. P, Box 422, Quincy 69. Mass. 

Ingrown NAIL 

Just a few drops of soothing 
Dr. Scholl’s ONIXOL in nail 
groove relieve soreness and pain, 
soften embedded part of nail for 
easy removal. Sold everywhere. 


DrScholls ONIXOL 


LEG SUFFERERS 

Why continue to suffer without attempt¬ 
ing to do something? Write today for New 
Booklet—"THE LIEPE METHODS FOR 
HOME USE.” It tells about Varicose 
Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepe Methods 
used while you walk. More than 60 years of 
success. Praised and en-| 
dorsed by multitudes. 

LIEPE METHODS, 3250 N. Green Bay Ave.,1 
Dept. 53-D, Milwaukee 12, Wisconsin! 




booklet 




FOR YOUR 

CHILD’S 


PHOTO 


This child’s mother 

_ I received big check 

Up to $300 paid for children's photos 
when used for advertising. Ages 2 { 
mos. to 20 yrs. Rush 1 small photo •; 
for approval. Print child’s arid V , 
mother’s name, address on back. Re- 
turned. No obligation. 

Hollywood Spotlite, 1611 No. LaBrea,M4, Hollywood,Calif. 




| PAYMENT I Monuments—Markers—Direct to 
I. J you. Satisfaction or money back— 

Lowest Prices—Freight paid. Free Catalog. 
ROCKDALE MONUMENTAL, Dept. 469, JOLIET, ILL. 


MAKE $50 ">$250 

WHENEVER YOU WANT IT! 



Start With Just 3—8 Hours a 
Week of Vour Spare Time!... 

We’ll send you on FREE trial this 
beautiful $10 Cosmetic Display Case 
— all you pay is mailing cost. Con¬ 
tains six full size packages plus per¬ 
fume testers and many exciting sam¬ 
ples of famous Lucky Heart Cosn 
tics! Just show to your friends t 
your neighbors . . . make big cs 
profits! No experience needed 
Women—men, too—write today 
for Kit on FREE TRIAL and 
money making plans. Rush 
name and address. 

SEND NO MONEY 

LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 

Dept. 24D4 - Memphis, Tennessee 


$1 fl COSMETIC 
I U DisplayCase 

ON FREE TRIAL 


A sense of how Richard’s dressing room 
had looked, the most important object of 
furniture of which was a large refrigerator 
filled with ice cubes. The place was known 
by the celebrities and pretty girls who met 
there daily and nightly as “Burton’s Bar.” 
“Why not?” Richard explained. “It was 
the cheapest bar in town.” And popular. 

Liz* own drinking memories 

Richard’s beer-inspired recollections of 
his own past obviously set off a train of 
memories of Liz’s own, memories in which 
drinking played a central part. 

Memories of going to Leone’s restaurant 
in New York when she was a teenager and 
trying to coax the Army brass there into 
transferring Glenn Davis, to whom she 
was engaged, back home from Korea. Right 
afterwards, she said to columnist Frank 
Farrell: “That’s that. Now how about a gin 
and tonic, some of Mama Leone’s goodies 
and a bottle of red wine” ... Of being in¬ 
troduced to English beer by Robert Tay¬ 
lor (with whom she made her first British 
film, “The Conspirators”) at The King’s 
Arms tavern, the same tavern where she 
now sometimes drank with Richard. . . . 
Of downing bottle after bottle of Pimm’s 
while she was with Mike Todd and 
pregnant with Liza. ... Of drinking beer 
(champagne was forbidden to her) during 
her convalescence after near-death from 
pneumonia at The London Clinic. ... Of 
sipping five or six glasses of vin rose at 
lunch at the villa she shared with Eddie 
Fisher in Rome during the initial stages of 
filming “Cleopatra”; of paying liquor bills 
that averaged $450 a week (one week it 
rose to $700); of taking a case of vodka 
to the studio daily and, just before the car 
left home, of having the butler bring her 
one last glass of wine to drink; of insist¬ 
ing that there be four glasses next to her 
plate each night—one for white wine, one 
for red wine, one for champagne, and one 
for water; of throwing a champagne party 
for eight (Richard Burton was there) at 
which vodka tonics were consumed before 
dinner, champagne was drunk during din¬ 
ner, and Ivan the Terribles (a mixture of 
vodka, grappa and ouzo) were downed 
after dinner. ... Of attending a New 
Year’s party with Eddie at a Rome night 
club (Richard was their host) at which a 
group of U.S. Marines helped them cele¬ 
brate with champagne. ... Of drinking 
champagne and whisky at the celebration 
of her thirtieth birthday (Burton was not 
there), the last party at which she and 
Eddie were together. 

When Liz and Richard arrived in Mexi¬ 
co, the character of his drinking changed. 
He discovered “Mexican boilermakers”: 
straight shots of tequilla with beer chasers. 
(“The script says I’m supposed to be drunk 
and feverish,” he cracked, “and I’m a 
Method actor.”) He insisted that tequilla 
had medicinal value—one night he drank 
tequilla on the beach, while the others, in¬ 
cluding Liz, were drinking something else; 
the next day the others were covered with 
insect bites, while his skin was untouched. 
He also tried raicilla , a fiery cactus brandy, 
the 180-proof distillate of the maguey 
plant, and gave it his blessing by declar¬ 
ing, “If you drink it straight, you can feel 
it going into each individual intestine.” 

It wasn’t just that he was drinking dif¬ 
ferent potions, it was the way he was 
drinking them that was significant. As 


D-Day (Liz’ divorce day) approached, he 
started earlier, came home later, and 
gulpzd each glass down more quickly. He 
drank with Ava Gardner, with visiting 
newsmen, with writers, with other members 
of the cast, with anyone he could corral 
into bending elbows with him. When Liz 
wanted to be near him, she had to go to 
a tavern to be by his side. 

Once in a while he was outgoing and 
mellow. 

But more often he was sullen, morose, 
introspective. Until this time he had al¬ 
ways somehow managed to keep his social 
drinking separated from his acting chores 
(or, to be accurate, he had been able to 
effect this separation most of the time). 
But one day he arrived on the set pale and 
queasy and shaking. He tried to laugh the 
whole thing off by varying a line he’d de¬ 
livered before: “I’m a Method actor; I 
prepared for this scene by drinking boiler¬ 
makers for five hours.” Yet his crack fell 
flat. 

Most observers in Puerto Vallarta es¬ 
tablished a correlation in their own minds 
between the increasing frequency and 
severity of Burton’s drinking and Liz’ im¬ 
pending divorce and Richard and Liz’ im¬ 
pending marriage. One newspaper col¬ 
umnist, Jack Kofoed of the Miami Herald , 
reacting to the joint Burton-Taylor an¬ 
nouncement of their forthcoming marriage, 
which they made at the Playa D’Oro, com¬ 
mented: “A bar was about the most ap¬ 
propriate place the couple could have 
chosen.” 

What was happening to Burton, the re¬ 
luctant bridegroom, seemed obvious; it was 
more difficult to pin down what all this was 
doing to Liz. Surely she must have been 
joking when, watching Burton from across 
a bar, she said: “Fve been sitting here for 
half an hour, just waiting for you to say 
hello to me once, you boozed-up, burned-out 
Welshman.” 

Or was she? Would anybody know? 

The future —a question 

The strength of Richard Burton—and the 
attraction of him for Liz, as she has said 
many times herself—is his forcefulness, 
his ability to dominate her. But there can 
be no forcefulness, no domination, when 
there is no contact—when the man con¬ 
stantly drowns himself in drink and per¬ 
sists in looking into the whiskey glass or 
“the pewter pot to see the world as the 
world’s not.” 

When Richard Burton announced that 
there would be a postponement of their 
marriage plans, that they would not marry 
in Mexico, there was no liquor glass in his 
hand. It was as if he’d been given a re¬ 
prieve, a delay, and for once didn’t need 
outside stimulants to sustain him. 

But as each obstacle to their marriage 
crumbles and the inevitable wedding day 
approaches, it is most likely that his ex- 
hibitionistic, masochistic, alcoholic streak 
will assert itself again. Then the question 
“How Long Can Burton Hold Liz and His 
Liquor, Too?” will once more be placed 
squarely in Liz’ lap—a question and a 
problem that can sour her fifth marriage 
before it hardly begins. — Jae Lyle 

Liz and Burton appear together in 20th’s 
“Cleopatra” and M-G-M’s “The V.I.P.s”. 
Burton’s latest films are “Becket” for Para, 
and “The Night of the Iguana” for M-C-M. 
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GARY 

CLARKE 


Continued from page 59 

in love, they race time across town from 
Revue Studio in San Fernando Valley to 
General Service Studio in Hollywood, just 
to spend what’s left of a lunch hour to¬ 
gether. 

But there’s the horrible wonderment for 
both of them: “What would have happened 
if they’d never met? If Gary hadn’t gone 
to Pat’s recording session after work one 
evening a year ago March? If they’d gone 
through life just half a human being 
apiece? 

“I can tell you the exact date,” Gary 
says now. “It was March 28. I have it in 
my book here. I’d seen her on a ‘Hawaiian 
Eye’ show and I thought, ‘She’s cute!’ 
Then our mutual friend Kelly Gordon, the 
A & R man for Four Star Television Rec¬ 
ords, raved to me about how well she sang. 
And I wanted to meet her. 

She was exactly right 

“I got to the session before Pat,” Gary 
recalls. “I was sitting over by the orches¬ 
tra, and she walked in, and—just perfect! 
Five feet four, perfect figure, dark brown 
hair with a very dark auburn going through 
it. Brown eyes—beautiful eyes—and 
lashes a foot long. 

“I thought she was beautiful. But it was 
more than that. There are other girls in 
Hollywood as beautiful, if not more so. 
She says she was nervous, but you would 
never have known it, she walked in with 
such an air of confidence. So straight, 
head up, so independent! And nothing 
phony about her—Pat means everything 
she says, you could tell that. She just 
walked in like, ‘Hi, how are you?’ and, ‘I’m 
here to sing.’ Then she sang—and I was 
just awed. I hate to compare her, but I 
think Barbra Streisand had better watch 
out.” 

In all the hassle of the session, however, 
Gary was never introduced. “I looked at 
her, and once or twice she was looking 
at me—and she kind of smiled. She wasn’t 
cold, but she wasn’t giving me anything 
to go on, either. And I didn’t want to 
interrupt, I knew she was concentrating 
on the session.” 

Pat says, “I’d just gotten off work and 
I was so nervous. I’d never had a record¬ 
ing session before, and there were thirty- 
five musicians waiting for me to sing. I re¬ 
member this boy coming by the booth, 
when I was getting ready for a take, and 
smiling at me. He had on a blue-striped 
sweater. He smiled and I smiled back—and 
that was it. I remember Kelly saying Gary 
was there. ‘I’d like for you to say hello 
later,’ he said. But we were never intro¬ 
duced.” 

Later in the week their friend Kelly 
called Pat and invited her to have dinner 
with him and his wife and Gary. Pat said 
she was busy. He called again—and 
nothing! 

“What is it with you?” Kelly said. 



“What do you have against Gary Clarke?” 

“I don’t have anything against him, I’m 
just not interested,” she said. As she tells 
it now, “I felt if Gary really wanted to 
see me he would call me himself.” Where¬ 
as Gary’s thinking was they should be in¬ 
troduced by their friends and become bet¬ 
ter acquainted before he called. And 
when he did call, finally, Pat was a little 
cold. 

“I thought, ‘Well you finally decided 
to call.’ And I told him I was busy.” 

“Well, I s rn going to call again,” Gary 
said, undisturbed. 

“The second time Gary called we talked 
on the phone for two-and-a-half hours,” 
Pat recalls. “We both have a nutty sense 
of humor, and we got so carried away 
laughing and talking that we missed all 
our appointments for the day. He was fun 
and warm and all of a sudden—I liked 
him.” 

Gary asked Pat for a date for the fol¬ 
lowing Friday, “I can give you the exact 
date, I have it down in my book,” he says. 
“We were going to the opening of the Billy 
Williams Revue at Harris’s Club in 
Anaheim.” 

That was last April Fool’s night, and 
when Gary called for Pat, for a minute 
there, the joke seemed on both of them. 
“I’d had to work late, and everybody was 
gone from my home for the evening,” she 
says. “So I told Gary to pick me up at my 
girl friend’s house, which is just around 
the corner from ours. I walked over there 
without taking my key, so I locked myself 
out of my house. And when I got to my 
friend’s—nobody was home there. Her car 
was parked out in front, and luckily it 
was unlocked. So there I was, out in the 
street waiting for Gary for our first date. I 
was so embarrassed. All of a sudden a 
car comes up and Gary’s sitting there try¬ 
ing to see the address and figuring I stood 
him up or something.” 

“I was peering for the numbers in the 
dark, he says. “I’d parked on the opposite 
side of the street. My window was down 
and her window was down. And I see a girl 
leaning on her elbow on the steering wheel 
just looking at me. And I’m saying, ‘Pat?’ 
And out of the blackness a small voice 
is saying, ‘You’ll never believe this. I 
know you think I’m some kind of a nut. 
But this is what happened. . . .” Gary 
howled. And the tempo was set for a real 
fun-evening. 

“We went to the Tahitian in Studio City 
for dinner,” Pat recalls. “And I remem¬ 
ber we were so silly—I think it was be¬ 
cause we were tired or something, you 
know. We were laughing so hard we 
couldn’t even eat. 

“I liked Gary very much—he was warm 
and very nice. There was only one thing: 

I was afraid he was too good to be true. 
I’d been out with other people, and they 
were out for something, you know. And 
Gary^ didn’t seem to be. And I kept think¬ 
ing, ‘Golly—this seems just too good.’ 

He asked some question! 

“When we got back from the Tahitian, 
Gary suggested we go get a hot dog at 
Pink’s Hot Dog Stand in the valley. So 
there we were, all dressed up at 2:30 A.M. 
in the street in front of Pink’s eating hot 
dogs, and suddenly he said, ‘Would you 
like to come up to my place for a cup of 
coffee?’ ” Pat laughs, remembering. But at 
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the time. “My heart sank. I thought, ‘Well, 
here it is.’ I said it was too late. I just 
didn’t want to find out. . . .” 

“Okay,” was all Gary said. And seemed 
to think nothing of it. Pat found out later, 
he’d had nothing ulterior in mind. 

Gary’s impression of Pat from that first 
date was, “Why don’t we do this more 
often? So we did. There was immediate 
chemistry between us. Everything about her 
appealed to me—the whole attitude, you 
know. There was no friction of any kind. 
There was a complete feeling of being at 
ease. And it was all so spontaneous. Every¬ 
thing I’d say, Pat would top, and then I 
would top her, and she’d top me again. 
She was fun. So honest. You knew she 
meant every word she said. I was very 
happy with her and I didn’t care to go out 
with anyone else. And each date, it grew 
more and more with me.” 

It was the same with Pat. “Since that 
first evening, Gary’s been the only one for 
me,” she says. For her, too, their relation¬ 
ship grew “more and more.” 

The following month, when Pat lay in 
a New York hospital gravely ill, they 
knew how much they were in love. 

“I knew I was in love with Gary before, 
really, and I found out later it was the 
same with him. But I hadn’t wanted to 
show him that I cared,” Pat says now, “be¬ 
cause I was afraid of getting hurt. I didn’t 
want to find out—if he didn’t care for me. 
And Gary would approach the subject 
and he’d just back away from it. I remem¬ 
ber him saying, ‘I can’t tell how you feel 
about me.’ And we didn’t tell one another 
—until I was in the hospital almost dying.” 

Pat had flown to New York with the 
producers of “Petticoat Junction” to plug 
the show. 

“I hadn’t been feeling well before I left 
Hollywood. I’d gotten a virus and I had 
pains and so forth but I just didn’t look 
into it. I got off the plane in New York 
on a Wednesday evening and on Thursday 
morning I was rushed to Doctor’s Hospital 
with peritonitis. I had all kinds of compli¬ 
cations, and they had to give me adrenalin 
to keep me alive. I was there ten days. 

“I was so sick and so miserable. I didn’t 
want my mother to come, I didn’t want her 
to see me like that. Gary was working. 
And there was nothing anybody could do, 
anyway. I had the finest care. 

“But I’d get so lonely! In the middle of 
the night I’d call home or I’d call Gary, 
and he was always calling me. The hospital 
wanted to take my phone out, and I put 
up such a rage. The doctor saw how much 
it meant to me, and he told them, ‘Let 
her keep the phone and let her put through 
calls whenever she wants to.’ Gary would 
call me and we would talk for hours. He 
had a five-hundred dollar phone bill.” 

Finally he realized ■ . ■ 

With Pat ill—and so far away from him 
—Gary realized how much he cared. “I 
think I knew before,” Gary says now, 
slowly. “But maybe I didn’t want to 
know. Maybe I wanted to wait and see. I 
just said to myself, ‘Well, I’ll know when I 
know.’ When Pat left on the plane for 
New York I felt empty. We’d seen a lot 
of each other, and I’d grown to love her 
—and not really realized it. Then, talking 
to her in the hospital— 

“I wanted to go there, but I was work¬ 
ing every day. When I talked to Pat she 


would say she’d been ‘pretty bad’ but she 
was ‘better now’—things like that. I found 
out afterwards that at one point a priest 
was called in to administer the late rites.” 

Working on the set of “The Virginian” 
all day, Gary could think of nothing but 
Pat. He couldn’t sleep at night, worrying 
about her. And as he says, “I realized, 
‘Hey, you love that girl!’ And I told her 
on the phone I was in love with her—” 

Pat says, slowly, “I remember talking 
to Gary—it was 4 o’clock in the morning. 

I was in pain and I couldn’t breathe very 
well—and I started to cry because I 
missed him so much. I remember Gary 
saying, ‘You can’t die now—you have to 
come home to me.’ Then he said, ‘Because 
I love you.’ And I didn’t really believe I 
heard it. I thought I was delirious again. 
‘Did you hear me?’ he said. ‘I love you.’ 

I told him I loved him, too. And then—I 
really had to get well.” 

This was their secret. Gary was count¬ 
ing the hours to meet Pat’s plane when 
she flew home. “But my producers insisted 
on driving me right to my door,” recalls 
Pat. “I’d been in their care while I was ill, 
and they didn’t know how Gary and I 
felt about one another. I told Gary long 
distance I’d call him just as soon as I got 
home.” 

And she did. “Hi,” she said. “Goodbye. 
Honey,” said Gary—and he was on his 
way to her. 

From there on the future was prefaced 
with, “When we get married—” or “We’ll 
get married when—” But they’ve said 
nothing of their plans. “Anything that’s 
been printed has been sheer speculation,” 
says Gary. “I’ve never talked about us 
until now.” 

And Pat adds, “I’ve never told anybody 
that I’m in love with Gary—outside of my 
family and my personal friends.” They 
wanted to keep what they felt private until 
time elapsed and they could complete their 
plans. 

But during these months Gary and Pat 
have needed love like theirs to weather 
some of the problems—the rumors—gossip 
items—magazine pieces—the needling 
comparisons with the past. 

“Pat’s never been subjected to this kind 
of publicity before,” Gary says now. “She’s 
always been protected and loved by her 
family. But she’s a very mature young 
lady, and she’s taken it beautifully.” 

However her parents, unfamiliar with 
the profession, have been understandably 
upset. “And there was the initial concern 
that any mother has,” adds Gary, “but 
especially with a man who’s been divorced. 
You couldn’t blame her. I didn’t blame 
her at all.” 

“My mother has gotten calls from busy- 
bodies,” says Pat, “who say, ‘Why do you 
allow your daughter to go out with a di¬ 
vorced man?’ Things like that. I went home 
the other day and my mother was sobbing 
her heart out. Some stranger had called 
and tried to tell her Gary and I were 
secretly married.” 

Initially, there was a concern about Gary 
being a divorced man. “I’ve been brought 
up very strictly in the Catholic faith,” ex¬ 
plains Pat. “At one time I was going to be 
a nun. But when I explained to Mom that 
Gary wasn’t married in the church, she 
knew there was no religious problem there. 

“But all this is in the past now,” Pat 
says happily. “My folks like Gary very 
much, and they want me to be happy.” 
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Theirs are completely different back¬ 
grounds, but out of this very difference 
there’s a balance. With Pat’s stability and 
her unquestioning love for him, Gary 
Clarke has found a sense of security he 
never knew in his own turbulent home 
environment. He comes from a home that 
was broken and rebroken. He grew up 
in the tougher section of East Los Angeles, 
to the discordant symphony of warring 
teen-gangs, screaming epithets and domes¬ 
tic argument. He was kept busy protect¬ 
ing his beloved mother from the threats of 
a drunken stepfather. His teen-marriage, 
with its constant arguments and subse¬ 
quent divorce, added to the insecurity. 

Pat grew up in the suburban community 
of Arlington, Massachusetts, just outside 
Boston. Her father, Howard Woodell, was 
killed in action in World War II. When 
Pat was four years old her mother, Marie 
Louise Saveriano, married Joseph Acqua- 
viva, a mechanical engineer, “who is just 
like a father to me,” she says. “When I 
was nine years old they adopted a three- 
months-old baby, my brother Chuck. We 
are a very close family. 

“My folks have given up everything for 
my career,” Pat goes on. “My stepfather 
had built my mother a brand new brick 
home in Arlington. He had a fine position 
he’d held for sixteen years. When I had 
the opportunity to go to New York and 
study and work club dates, they gave it 
all up and went with me. At one time my 
stepfather worked three jobs including 
dish washing, to pay for lessons and to 
keep us eating.” Two years ago Warners 
caught Pat in a New York TV show and 
offered her a screen test in Hollywood. 
The whole family came West to help her. 

But Pat, so trusting and vulnerable 
from her protected world, was no match 
for the hurts in the competition of the 
celluloid jungle. And Gary Clarke, with 
his toughness and his warmth, helped 
her become better acclimated. 

“When I came out here,” says Pat, “I 
was so gullible, I thought everybody was 
wonderful—that nobody would hurt me. 
And I found out this wasn’t true. It’s so 
competitive here, people will walk all over 
one another. Many of them just don’t have 
any feeling. But Gary does. He’s strong 
and he’s good. He gives me so much con¬ 
fidence. I’m not afraid of anything or any¬ 
one, with Gary. I could do, say, or be 
anything when I’m with him. You know? 

I feel so sure and happy and warm.” 

And Gary agrees. “Pat’s good for me,” 
he says, “She won’t let me make a big 
stink out of a little thing. What she does 
is make me see the insignificance of little 
problems that bug me. If I’m upset about 
something, she’ll ask me what I’m going 
to do about it, and I’ll tell her. ‘Well, all 
right, if that’s what you want to do— 
but I think it’s a very stupid idea,’ she’ll 
say, reasonably. Which is my cue for, 
‘What do you mean it’s a stupid idea?’ 
And very calmly, she tells me. 

“Pat and I can talk to one another. We 
don’t have the arguments like—I’ve had 
in the past. Where there could be an ar¬ 
gument we’ll say, ‘All right, let’s sit down 
and talk about this—and find out why.’ 
In the past, I walked away from a situa¬ 
tion without talking. I don’t now, because 
it’s all handled so easily. Pat can be very 
objective and still very warm, and I love 
that feeling. And the jealousy that was 
here before in my life is almost com¬ 


pletely gone,” he says, “because I trust 
her.” Their love is not competitive in any 
respect. As Pat has said, “There’s no 
jealousy between us professionally, either. 
I only want what’s good for him, and he 
only wants what’s good for me. And if 
Gary becomes the big star and I’m not— 
it isn’t going to do anything to me.” Once 
the possibility of the reverse would have 
been a big worry to Gary. But no more. 
“Sometimes a girl’s career does zoom 
along more quickly,” he says. “But for 
some reason, I don’t feel it would make 
any difference at all with me.” 



They get together 

Working their two television series now, 
they still manage to be together, day or 
night. Life has a way of stopping when 
they tear themselves away from one an¬ 
other, and beginning only when they’re 
tearing to get together again. In their 
one hour for lunch he picks her up and 
they tear out to Zups in the valley for 
“the greatest steak sandwiches in the 
world “—which they eat heading back to 
the studio. They work until late, then 
rush to eat dinner together and then try 
to keep awake in a movie. 

“I’ll fall asleep and Pat’s shaking me 
and saying, ‘All right, Honey, let’s go,’ ” 
Gary tells it. “Then in a little while I’m 
shaking her and saying, ‘Time to go, 
Honey.’ And we keep doing this until the 
movie’s over.” 

Pat’s learning to cook, and she usually 
makes dinner for Gary and his roommate, 
Steve Ihnen, at their house in the valley. 
“It’s really quite a kick,” laughs Gary. 
“She gets so involved and she’s so ob¬ 
livious to everything else. ‘Leave me alone 
with my pots and pans,’ she says. She has 
an apron on and the kitchen’s all piled 
up and there’s stuff scattered all over—” 

“When I even step into a kitchen I 
shake,” Pat says, “because I know I’m not 
supposed to be there. But everything’s 
usually turned out pretty well—with one 
exception. The night Gary wanted sirloin 
tips over rice, I was in there for over an 
hour. And Gary’s calling into the kitch¬ 
en, ‘Honey, it’s quick-cooking rice. What 
are you doing? 9 I took the pan in to show 
him and it was like paste. You could have 
put pictures in your scrapbook with it. 
And Gary’s trying to look sympathetic 
and howling, ‘Oh you shouldn’t be wast¬ 
ing that wonderful homecooked food.’ But 
I’m determined and I’m learning—” 

Pat is also in the process of establish¬ 
ing a warm relationship with Gary’s three 
sons: Jeff, Dennis and David. Pat’s broth¬ 
er Chuck is eleven, but for all her experi¬ 
ence with little crew-cuts, she was under¬ 
standably nervous at meeting Gary’s sons. 

“As you know, they live with their 
mother who’s remarried and has her own 
family. We went over to her place and we 
sat around and talked, and at first it was 
just a very polite thing,” Pat now recalls. 
And she was really concerned. I like for 
kids to be well-mannered, but when they’re 
just being polite, they’re doing it because 
they’re suspicious of you. But by the end 
of the evening they were crawling all over 
me, and they were showing me their report 
cards and the things they’d done in school 
—and they were just wonderful.” 

“I didn’t have any worries at all,” Gary 
said later. “Pat has an innate sense about 
people, and I wasn’t worried. They get 


Only Dr. Scholl’s Zlno-pads Bring 
SO MUCH RELIEF SO FASTI 

No waiting for relief with Dr. Scholl’s Zino- 
pads! Used alone these super-soft, cushioning 
pads stop pain of corns, callouses, bunions 
almost the instant you apply them! Used with 
separate medicated disks in each box, quickly 
remove corns, callouses too! At all stores. 
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PLAYRIGHTAWAY! 

Even If You Don't Know 
a Note of Music Now 

N ow It's EASY to , 
learn any Instru¬ 
ment. No boring ex¬ 
ercises. Start playing 
little pieces by notes 
right away. Amazing 
progress at home, in spare time. No teacher. Few cents 
per lesson. 1,000,000 students^, Write for FREE BOOK. 
U. S. School of Music, Studio 204, Port Washington, L. I.. 
N. Y. (Est. 1898) Lie. by N. Y. State Educa. Dept. Tear out. 
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only $ioo ,/r 

You’ll love these rings—the simu¬ 
lated diamonds look like a •‘million 
dollars” and sparkle with manv 
stones. SEND NO MONEY. Pav 
postman only $ 1 plus postage 
for both rings. If you send $1 
cash with order we pav all postage. 
GUARANTEED: Wear rings 10 davs. 
If not pleased return for refund. 
White or yellow gold color effect 
or sterling silver mountings. 
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Lanzette, P. O. Box 4040, Merchandise Mart, 
Dept. 542, Chicago 54, Ill. 



P 


107 

















along fine. I haven’t told them about Pat 
yet, I didn’t think it was time. They don’t 
ask any questions. They’ve just accepted 
that she is with their daddy.” 

But soon he will tell them that this pret¬ 
ty brown-eyed girl is going to be an im¬ 
portant part of their lives—from now on. 

The engagement ring at Christmas was 
a marvelous surprise. “She didn’t have 
any idea!” Gary said later, telling me. 
“Before Christmas I asked her how she’d 
like to have a car.” 

“Well—yes—” Pat said. Adding in a 
small voice, “But I’ve got a car—” 

On Christmas morning Pat was expect¬ 
ing Gary to drive her gift over. When she 
opened the door to him, she gave a quick 
look down the street. And so she was in 
no way prepared for the ring Gary was 
putting on her finger, as he held her hand. 
There was a happy little scream, and then 
happy tears. 

It’s a pretty breathless thing—an ex¬ 
quisite Marquis-cut diamond, four carats 
suspended and with four arms coming up 
to hold the diamond in place. On top of 
each arm there’s a half-carat diamond, 
and two more on the ring itself. 

Gary designed it. Just before Christmas, 
home ill with a virus, he had a jeweler- 


friend pick a selection of stones for him. 
“I found the diamond. Then I saw a 
couple of other rings that were made up. 
The rest is Pat—what she adds to any 
ring.” 

A starry-eyed Pat wore her ring all 
Christmas Day, making the rounds of rela¬ 
tives with Gary and telling them the good 
news. But they agreed there would be no 
official announcement until mid-January. 

And of the time up to the marriage Gary 
has said, “This is a rounding out period 
now. We know what we’re going to do. 
Now it’s a matter of working everything 
out in that direction, that’s all.” 

“Things to do” first 

“We both have things to do, and we 
want to get as many of them out of the 
way as possible before we get married,” 
adds Pat. “We’re caught up with our work 
and other people and everything else now.” 

Pat would like to help make up to her 
parents what they’ve sacrificed through the 
years for her career. “Financially they 
don’t want anything,” she says. “They 
just want my happiness. But I would like 
to help get my mother a place and her 
own furniture—some of the things I took 


HOW TO GET TO 

FIRST BASE 

continued 

Here are the back views of the Simplicity 
Patterns on pages 62-64, plus yardage re¬ 
quirements and approximate fabric prices: 

Pattern #5310: (65<) A-line dress (View 2), 
size 11 jp (Junior Petite), about 2 yards 
of 44"-45" fabric (without nap). Stehli's 
"Aldabra" silk costs about $4.00 a yard. 

Pattern #5367: (65<) Coat with sleeves 

(View 1), size lljp/ about 2 yards of 54" 
fabric (without nap). Carletex check costs 
about $2.98 a yard. Shift dress (View 3), 
size lljp, about 2 yards of 44"-45" fabric 
(with or without nap). American silk print 
costs about $4.50 a yard. Sleeveless coat 
(View 3), size lljp, about 1 3 A yards of 
54" fabric (without nap). Milliken Basket- 
eer wool costs about $3.98 a yard. 

Pattern #5227: (50£) Circular scarf (View 
1), about 1 yard of 35" to 45" fabric (with¬ 
out nap). American Silk print costs about 
$4.50 a yard. 

Pattern #5377: (65<) Jumper, size lljp/ 
about 1 Vs yards of 44"-45" fabric (with or 
without nap). Crown rayon costs about $1.98 
a yard. Turtle-neck blouse, size lljp, about 
1 Vi yards of 54" fabric (without nap). Carle¬ 
tex antron doubleknit costs about $2.98 a 
yard. Dress, size lljp/ about IVb yards of 
44"-45" fabric (with or without nap). M & W 
Thomas print costs about $2.98 a yard. 

Simplicity Patterns are available at local 
stores everywhere. Pattern prices are slight¬ 
ly higher in Canada. To order by mail: send 
check, money order or stamps, size and 
pattern number to Patterns, Dept. PH., P.O. 
Box 2616, Grand Central Station, New York 
17, New York. 






# 5227 



Don Edwards is in ABC-TV's "The Gallant Men"; Joey Walsh and Marc Cavell are in 
U-I's "Captain Newman, M.D."; Harvey Lembeck is in "Love With the Proper Stran¬ 
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away from her a long time ago. Of course, 
my career doesn’t make any difference to 
me, where Gary’s concerned. To me a hap¬ 
py marriage—a husband—a home—is just 
sacred. I’ve felt this ever since I was a 
little girl. This is the way I’ve been 
brought up, and this is the way it will be. 

“But we just want to get a lot of things 
out of the way. It takes time to build a 
marriage. It takes time and it takes ef¬ 
fort and attention. I don’t want our mar¬ 
riage taking second place with other prob¬ 
lems. We have something very beautiful 
—and we’re going to keep it that way.” 

For Gary there’s the matter of provid¬ 
ing a home. Of buying and furnishing a 
dream house on a hill. “That’s my pleas¬ 
ure—but we’ll know more about the house 
we can have a little later on. We’ll know 
where the series is going, whether it’s 
re-optioned, what the shooting schedule 
will be like. Whether we can have the 
honeymoon we want to have in Hong 
Kong. I feel sure something can be 
worked out with the series. But we’ll know 
more about all these things later on.” 

Their wedding? “We haven’t gotten in¬ 
to that really,” Gary says. “It will be just 
as she wants it. If she wants a big wedding 
—fine. If she wants a small intimate wed¬ 
ding, that’s for me. It will be a church 
wedding. That I know. It’s for always.” 

Pat doesn’t want a big wedding. “I just 
want the people who are very close to us 
to come to our wedding.” 

“It’s funny how you feel,” Pat adds. 
“All my life I’ve dreamed of getting mar¬ 
ried in a tiny church in Malden, Massa¬ 
chusetts. But now it doesn’t matter where 
we’re married. All that matters is that he’s 
there—and I’m there—” 

And for two people who already belong 
to one another, who are half of one an¬ 
other, it couldn’t happen any other way. 

Sometimes, June seems just too long 
away. “We’ll be thinking and we’ll say, 
‘Let’s get married now.' Then I’ll say, 
‘But what about so-and-so?’ And Gary will 
say, ‘Where would we live?’ ” 

And where they live is important to Pat, 
too, because it’s so terribly important to 
Gary. “I wouldn’t care if we lived in half 
a room,” she says. “But I know how Gary 
feels. I know how important it is to Gary 
to feel he’s given me a home and all these 
things. It’s like he’s proving it to himself, 
really. More than to me. I think it would 
take something out of him—if he didn’t.” 

Like Pat says, “He wants our marriage 
to be so good. He wants me to be so secure 
and happy. I’m perfectly secure with him 
now. But I know what this means to him. 
Can you imagine how he’s going to feel 
when he says, ‘Honey, this is where we’re 
going to live’? And he takes me into our 
home? I don’t want to take any of that 
joy away from him,” Pat says mistily. 
“We’ll wait. I know how much it means.” 

Out of all the turbulence and insecuri¬ 
ty in the past, out of all the angers and all 
the emptiness—Gary Clarke’s found his 
own person. And the way he feels about 
the girl who’s given him so much—who’s 
so deeply part of him—Gary would like 
to give her the world. But then, life’s al¬ 
ready done that—for both of them. 

—Maxine Arnold 

See Pat Woodell in “Petticoat Junction,” 
CBS-TV, Tuesdays 9-9:30 P.M. EST. Gary 
Clarke is in “The Virginian,” NBC-TV on 
Wednesday evenings from 7:30-9, EST. 
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©1964 ALBERTO CULVER COMPANY 


5 conditioners borrowed 
from Alberto ®V05 make 
TRESemme colors bright 
as life... and just as natural 

Some hair colorings dry out the hair, make it 
dull. TRESemme actually leaves your hair in 
better condition than it found it. (No extras 
to buy. Everything comes right in the package.) 
And the color! Fresh, shining, natural color. 
Light, dark, any kind you like. Covers gray. 
Permanently glorious color. See it. Enjoy it. 
TRESemme won’t tell if you don’t. 




“Take it from a couple of fair-skinned gals, 
Ivory’s the soap for clear, smooth skin. 

It’s Ivory’s mildness. Nothing’s milder. 
More doctors recommend it for babies 
and grown-ups, too. And with Ivory, 
your complexion looks so much 
nicer, you feel lots nicer, too.” 




99 44 /100% pure’... it floats ’ 




IVORY 







|%j iOollarScan 

1dollarscan.com (zLibro, Inc.) 

1723 Rogers Avenue Suite G, 

San Jose CA 95112 

I agree with the following things: 

1) I am using 1dollarscan.com services based on my own 
request. 

2) I agree to Terms and Conditions at 1dollarscan.com, 
http://1dollarscan.com/terms.php and my use of 
Idollarscan's services will be within the scope of the Fair 
Use Policy (http://www.copyright.gov/fls/fl102.html). 
Otherwise, meet at least one of the following; 

a) I am the copyright holder of this content. 

b) I have the permission from copyright owner. 

3) I understand that Idollarscan shall have no liability to 
me or any third party with respect to their services. 

NAME : 

Signature:_ 

Date: ' 2/0 



This sheet should be inserted at the last page of each file generated 
by 1dollarscan.com scanning services. 









